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INTRODUCTION. 


HER^ are ncarcely .my known miitoriaLs of 
0^ 1^2^ which to frame even an outline of the 
John W(‘hstc*i. We know 
Xj^rrC^ not where he was Ijorn, nor, precisely, 
when ; Imt there is an entry in the logistcr of the 
parish church of fit. Leonard’s, Shoreditc h — “Married i 
John Webster and Isaliell Sutton, 25 »July, 15110,” — 
which Mr. Collier, an author by no means used to jump 
to conclusions, identifies with our poet, adding • “ oui 
principal reason for thinking that it may refer to him 
is^ that elsewhere in the register he is sometimes called 
merchant-tailor, a description lie himself iissumed.” 
Alice, the daughter of this pair, was baptized at St. 
Leonard’s, 9th May, 1606. Gildon, in his Lives of the 
Boets^ tells us that Webster was clerk of the parish of 
St Andrew’s, Holborii ; and as Giidon’s }>ook was 
published in 1698 — conjocturally, but half a century 
after Webster’s death — he may have proceeded upon 
valid information in his statement. The name of 
Webster, it is true, does not occur in the registers of 
1t|i^ church of that parish ; but the clerkship being in 
tile ipft of the rector, the vestry register could afford no 

^ J» T. Collier; Hbuoirsof the Priocipal Actors in the Flays 
dt Shakespeare, |»tblidied by the fShakeepeare Society. 1846. 
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direct evidence upon the subject. It does, however, 
furnish indirect evidence that Webster had ceased, or 
had not commenced, to be clerk of the parish in 1629 ; 
for under the date 15th June, 1629, occurs this entry : — 
“ It is agreed that Mr. Smith, the elerke of this parUhy 
shall have a lease, &c. Webster, in whatever connec- 
tion, was also a member of the Merchant Tailors^ com- 
pany, as he himself informs us on the title-page of his 
Monument of Honour^ which he there sets forth as 
“ invented and written Ky John Webster, Taylor.” Mr. 
Dyce’s minute researches have discovered three John 
Websters who were made free of this Company between 
1671 and 1617 ; but there is no sort of indication by 
which we may identify any of these three tailors with 
John Welister the dramatist. Indeed, as the Monument 
of HwmiT was printed in 1624, its author, if one of the 
three at all, could only have been the John Webster 
who “Lune Decimo Septimo die Novemb. Anno D®. 
1617, was made free by Henry Clinckard his M'.;” for 
the next onteceding John Webster dates back so far as 
1 57 6. Mr. Dyce, further, produces from the Prerogative 
Court the will of one John Webster, cloth worker, who 
died 5th August, 1625; but John Webster, the poet, 
lived, we may almost venture to affirm, many years after 
that period. There is another suggestion — not obvioudy 
reconcileable with clerkship or clothworkership,butmore 
probable in itself than either — that he augmented the 
then small gains of dramatist by the much more pre^t- 
able employment of actor.^ There remains to he 

1 Thus writes, m 1613, Henry Parrott, in his ** Laquei 
Ridiculosi, or Springes for Woodoockes > 

** Theatrum Idcentia, 

** Cotta’s become a playw, moet men know. 
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mentioned one other occupation which Webster is said 
to have filled — that of College Tutor. In the year 1 664, 
appeared a tract entitled Acadennarum Ejratnen, or the 
Emminafion of ArademieB, Wherein is discussed and 
examined the Matter^ Method^, and Cusfomes of Aca- 
demick and SchoJasHck Learning^ and the imnifpciency 
thereof discovered and laid open : As also some 
Expedients purposed for the Reforming of Schools^ and 
the perfeciing and promoting of all kind of Science, 
Offered to the Judgements of cdl those that love the pro- 
fleiencie of Arts and Science, and the advancement of 
Learning, By Jo, Webster*, This John Webster^ Mr. 
Collier, in his Pfyetical Decameron^ seeks to show was 
John Webster, the dramatist; but Mr. Dyce, upon 
more elaborate investigation, has, with apparent success, 
identified him as the John Webster who, after having 
been in holy orders, became a practitioner in physic at 
Clltheroe, in Lancashire, and was the author, also, of 
The Saints* Guide, The Displaying of supposed Witch^ 
cfcaft, and other works. However, one of the two replies 
to this pamphlet is entitled : Histrio-Mastix, A Whip 
for Webster (as ’tis conceived) the Quondam* Player, or 
An examination of one John Websier^s Examen of 
Academies, drr , ; and, in its course, occurs the passage : 
”This Mr. Webster (as I suppose) is that Poet whose 

was once to be the Author of Stage-plaies (as the 
Devils Law-case) but now the Tutor of Universities.” 

And will no longer take snch toyling paines ; 

For here’s the spring (saith he) whence pleasures flow» 

A]^ brings them damnable excessive gotnea” 

It shonld be ad^d, however, that Mr. Collier, inhls JL4ves 
ol itbe Actors in rlhakespeare’s Hays, while relariiig that 
weihster lived in Holywell Street, among the actors, donbts 
whether he ever trod the stage biniself. 
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Mr. Dyco has made out a very fair case for proving 
tliat the authors of tins diatribe, who “ conceived and 
“supposed” that the AVehster whom they were assailing 
was “Webster the quondam plaier/* knew perfectly 
well “that tlieir advei'bary wms not tlje dramatist; and 
threw out tlie sup]>osition of then* being the same 
person, as a likely means of bringing disemlit on the 
former in times of canting and liypocrisy.’^ ^ Thia^ 
however, is perfectly dear to the present Editor, that 
the writers of Hkirw-Ma^tix would not, for the very 
sake of their sneer, have “eomeivedV or “supposed” 
any such nlentity as that malignantly suggested, had 
not rlohn Webster, the quondam jilayer, been still 
alive, and had he not, also, been connected in someway 
w'ith one of ilie universities — perhaps he had been a 
teaclier of elocution there. However, whatever may 
have been the other occupations by which he made up 
a living, he iuufc.t, on the supposition that he was in 
existence so late as 1654, have commenced writing for 
the stage very earl} ; for in Henslowe^s Diary ^ we find 
tliis entry : — “ Lent unto Williaqi Julie, the 3 of Nov- 
©mbr, 1601, to hye stamell clothe for a clock for the 
Gwisse — AVebster — iij, li.” 

“ The name of AVebster (wTites Mr. Colher) is inter- 
lined, perhaps in a different hand ; but there is little 
doubt that this distinguished dramatist at this date 
either rc-wiote, or made some extensive alterations and 
additions to, Marlowe’s Massacre al Paris ; in the 
next entry it is called by Henslowe, not ihe Guise^ as 

^ Memoir prefixed to lice’s edition of Wehster^s WorkB, 

^ The Diary of Philip Henslowe^ from 1591 to IfiOd, minted 
from the original Manuscript preserved si Bnlwick CoUsg^ 
edited ^ J. Payne Collier, F.SJl. London, priii^ 
for the Shakespeare Society, 1846. 
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in the Memorandum iwjfore us but The Maamere of 
France.*^ It may }>e ol«erved, iiido«‘d, tliai the name 
Webster is liere written cori'ectlv, whiJe in tlie first 
entry, where the name occurs in tlie undou]>ted manu- 
script of Hoiislowe, it is spelt Webeatet^ , but the old 
curmudgeon’s orthogra])h y in the nomenclature, whether 
of his jdays, or liis j)lavwright8, or his “ littell tayllors,” 
was so irregular in its inaccuracy, that no deduction can 
be formed from tins < ircumstancc. In tin* dedication 
to his DemPs Lan* Canf\ Webster himself mentions that 
he had written a play (*alied The (hn^Cy and this may 
very possibly have been, as Mr. ColIi(‘r further on con- 
ceives, the v<‘ry jiiece referred to by Henslowe. A play, 
recorded by llenslowc as Thf* was acted for the 

first time on 30th Jan. 1593; and this Mr. Collier 
conceives t< have been, in all probability, The MaHsarm 
of Pari.% by Marlowe, wlio was killed six months after- 
wards. Whether, howev(*r, licnslowe’s Gume of the 
3rd Nov. 1601, his MoMalcer of Franet^^ of the next 
item in his Diary, and Ins (hciMeo^ the 8th Nov. 1601, 
was his Ouyejs of the 30th Jan. 1593, and Marlowe's 
Jilay, or whether it yras a new play by Webster on the 
same subject, or a ^'construction of Marlowe by Web- 
ster, BO largely augmented and so matmally altered 
that the latter tliought himself, in later years, entitled 
to record 27/e Guise as a play of his own, none now 
can tell ; for there is extant, or, at least, known to be 
extant^ no play by Webster on the subject.^ 

The next occasion on which Webster's name appears 
in Henslowe’s Diary, is in the year 1602, when under 
date “ the 22 of Mag," the worthy manager notes that 

^ Mr» Gilchtlst suggests that this play of Ouih may be 
which, as by Henry Shirley, wse entered 
im the Ikx^ of the Stationers' Company, Sept 9, 165L 
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he has ‘‘Lent unto the Company e, to geve unto 
Antoney Monday, and Mihell (Michael) Drayton, 
Webester, My del ton, and the Kest, in earnoste of a 
Boocke called ^eaertf Falle^ the some of v“.” What 
this Ccesar^n Fall may have been, cannot now be deter- 
mined, for there is no such play among the extant 
works of Munday, Drayton, Webster, or Middleton. 
What poets, too, may have Ijeen uicluded by Mr. 
Henslowe among “ the Kest,'' to whom, with the lour 
writers named, he doled out his £5, it is equally 
impossible to decnle. 81iakespeare's Juliut Oumr was 
written, according to Mr. Collier, m 1603 ; and 1 do 
not imagine it had anything to do with the ISesers Fall 
in question. Old Henslowe would scarcely have 
s(jiieezed out his £!> until he had ascertained that pro- 
gress was made with the play he was giving earnest for. 
However, these entries manifest that, so far back as 
1601 and 1602, Webster was engaged in writing for 
the stage, and in very good company, ^^ext, in the 
same year, we have this entry in Henslowe’s Diary : — 
“Lent unto Thomas Downton, the 29th of Maye 1602, 
to pay Thomas Dickers (i. c. Dekker), Drayton, 
Mydellton, Webester, and Monday e, in full payement 
for ther playe called the too liarpes the some of ly h.'* 
Nothing beyond this entry is known of the Two 
Hailes thus preposterously orthographized. There is 
no trace of any such play having ever been printed. 
Next comes: — “Lent unto Thomas Hewode, the 21 of 
Octobr 1602, to pay unto Mr^ Dickers, Chetteli, Smythe^ 
W'ebester, and Hewode, in fuUe payment of ther playe 
of Ladye Jane^ the some of y“. x*,’* This play, it ia 
believed, no longer exists, at all events under the title 
ot Lady Jam ; !bvit it must have been tiecidedly aux^ 
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cessful, for, six daysjafterwards, namely, Sn the 27th 
October, 1602, we find the 'glowing record in Hens- 
lowe : — ** Lent unto John l)ucke, to give unto Thomas 
Deckers, in earneste of the 2 pt. of Lcuhje Jane^ the 
some of As Dekker’s name alone appears in this 
characteristic item, it may be inferred that he had 
borne the chief share in the authorship of the first 
part, Mr, Dyce is inclined to believe that a play 
called The Histonj of Sir Thomas Wyat, which was 
printed in 1607 as tiio joint production of Dekker and 
Wel>ster, was merely made up of the fragments of 
Lady Jane , but wliether tins supposition bo comet, 
there is no known hict to determine. Certiiinly Lady 
Jane Grey is a prominent personage in The History of 
Sir Thomas Wyat, John Webster was very busy for 
Master Henslowe just now: — “Lent unto Thomas 
Hewode and John Webster the 2 of Novembr 1602, 
in earneste of a playe called OyrsHinas CDines hut once a 
yeavy the some of Christmas comes hut (mce a 

Year is unluckily, so far as is known, a lost jday ; and 
we are, therefore, for our present purpose, the less 
concerned to infer from subsequent entnes that Web- 
ster did not go on with the drama to its completion, or 
had, at all events, less and less to do with it : — “ Lent 
unto John Deweke, the 23 of Noveinbr 1602, to peye 
unto harye chettell and Thomas Deckers, in pte of 
paymente of a playe called Cryemas comes hut once a 
yeare^ the some of xxxx*.” And again ; — “ Pd at the 
apoyntment of Thomas Hawode, the 26 Novembr 1602, 
to Harey Chettell, in fulle paymente of a playe called 
Orymnae cornea but once a yeare, the some of zxxx*/’ 

I find no farther record of Webster in Henslowe's 
Diaiy, or, indftd, elsewhere, until 1604, when on the 
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title-page of a second, ^or reissued first, edition of 
Marston’s Maleontmty liis name appears as the author 
of “ Additions played hy the King’s Maiesties Reruants.” 
What these additions were cannot now be pi*exji8ely iden- 
tified ; they are all included, of course, in the edition 
of Marston’s Works, wliich, produced iiTider the care of 
Mr. ITalliwell, forms part of the present series of Old 
English Authors. j\rr. Dilke, however, in his notice 
of Webster (Continuation of Dodsley’s Old Plays, vol. 
V.) considers that the Induction to the Mdlrmtent is 
all that really appertains to Webster ; and accordingly 
it has been thought desirable, for the sake of com- 
pleteness, to reprint the Induction in this edition of 
Webster’s Works. 

The Histone of Sir Thomas Wijat was, as I have 
mentioned, presented m the year 1607 ; in which year 
also were jnibhshed the works of our author, in con- 
junction witli Dokker, Wesfirard Hoe and Northward 
Hoe. Both of these ])lays, however, had been at that 
time on the stage for at least a couple of years. West* 
leard Hoe^ as Mr. Dyce points out, is thus adverted to 
in the Prologue to Chapman, .lonsoii, and Marston'i 
Eastward Hoe, printed in 1 605 : — 

“ Not out of envy, for there’s no effect 
Where there’s no cause ; nor out of imitation, 

For we have evermore been imitated ; 

Nor out of our contention to do better, 

Than that which is opj^’d to ours in title ; 

For that was good, and better cannot be. 

And for the title, if it seem affected, 

We might as weU have called it, God you good even 
Only that eastward, westwards still exceeds ; 

Honour the sun’s fair rising, not his setting. 

Nor,” Ac. 

Wesiicard Hoe and Northward Hoe full,” writes 
Mr. Dyce, **of Ufe and hustle, and exh^t as curious A 
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picture of the manners and customs of the tiiiu^ as we 
shall anywhere find. Though by no means pure, they 
are comparatively little stained by that grossness from 
which none of our old comedies are entirely free.” 

JText, so far as is now known, appeared in print, Tli& 
White Dfivil ; or, the Trarferh/ of Paulo Giurdamt Ursini 
Duke of Brachiam; with the Life and Death if Vittoria 
Co7vml)ona, the famous Venetian Curtkan. Arted bfj the 
Queens Servants at the Ph(enu\ Drury-Lane. This was 
in 1612. When tlie play liad been first acted there 
are no ine^ins of ascertaining; but tlie author, in Ins 
preface, writes as though its l)roductioii liad boon 
inauspicious : — “Only,^’ says he, **sinc(‘ it was acted in so 
dull a time of winter, presented in so ojien and blank 
a theatre, that it wanted (that which is the only grace 
nnd setting out of a Tragedy) a full and undiu^standing 
auditory.^' We may assume, however, that it Was first 
acted at no distant period antecedent to its i>u}»lication. 
It was reprinted in 1631, again in 1665, and again in 
1672, in each case in the 4 to. form. And well, by “its 
terrible graces, '' did it merit these reiieated triumphs. 
^^Tfie White Devil and The Duchess of Malfyf writes 
iny father,^ “upon the whole, i>erhaps, come the nr^arest 
to Shakespeare of anything we have upon reCord.” 

Of The White Devil Charles Lamb writes — “ This 
^^hite Devil of Italy sets off a bad cause so speciously, 
ittid pleads with such an innocence resembling boldness 
tha^. we seem to see that matchless beauty of her face 
which inspires such gay confidence into her, and are 
ready to expect, when she has done her pleadings, that 

^ Lectwru on the Iframatic Literature of the Age of Eliza* 
Teniplettiai], 1140. 

^Speemmsof Dramatic Poets, 
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her very judges, her accusers, the grave ambassador* 
who sit as spectatois, and all the court, will rise aiid 
make prolier to defend her, in spite of the utmost con- 
viction of her guilt ; as tin* shepherds iii Don Quixote 
make prolier to follow the beautiful shepherdess Marcela, 
‘ without making any prolit of her manifest resolution 
made in their hearing.’ 

** So sweet and lovely does she make the shame 
Which, hke a canket in the fragrant rose, 

Does spot the beauty of their budding name/’ 

** 1 never saw anyUiing like the funeral dirge m this 
play for the death of Marcello, except the ditty which 
reminds Ferdinand of hib drowned father in tlie Tenvp^i. 
As that is of the water, watery ; so this is of the 
earthy. Both have that intenseness of feeling 
seems to resolve itself into the element which it 
contemplates. 

“ 111 a note on the Spanish Tragedy in the Specimens^ 
I have said that there is nothing in the undoubted 
plays of J onson which would authorise us to suppose 
that he could have supplied the additions to Hieronymo; 
I suspected the agency of some jmtent spirit. 1 thought 
that Webster might have furnished them. They 
seemed full of that wild, solemn, preternatural cast of 
grief which bewilders us in the Duchess of MaLfy. Oik 
second considemtion, I think this a hasty criticism,^ 
They are more like the overflowing gi^efs and talking 
distraction of TUus Awlronieus. The sorrows of the 
Duchess set inward ; if she talks, it is little more thaa 
soliloquy imitating conversation in a kind of bravery/’ 
What Webster wrote between tbi| period end 1613» 
none, it may be coDjectured, now em tell, any xn(m 
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what he did. In that year we have extant from 
his pen an elegy on the Prince of Wales, entitled, 
A Monumental Cohimne^ everted to the hmuj Memory 
of the ever yloriuus Heimjy tote Fnuce tf Wales^ which, 
although not without merit, might liavo ))een written 
by a much inferior hand. 

The Duchess of Matfy^ Webster ’b second great play, 
was hmt acted, as Malone conjectures, in 1 61 G. It must, 
at all events, have been acted for somt^ jtime prior to 
March 16, 1618-19, for on that day the eminent tra- 
gedian Burbadge, who had hlled tlie part of Ferdinaud 
in the play on its iiist production — as lie }iad filled that 
of Bractuam in 21ir White Devil — died. “ 27ie 
Dutchess of il/a////,^*sayh Ha/litt,* “is not, m my judg- 
lafflt. quite 80 spirited or eilectual a performance as 
|pNPl%zYe Devil But it is distinguished by the same 
kind of beauties, clad in the same terrors. 1 do not 
know but the occasional strokes of passion are even 
profounder and more Bliakspeareaii ; but the story is 
more laboured, and the horror is accumulated to an 
overwhelming and insupportable licight.’^ 

“ All the several parts of the dreadful apparatus with 
which the death of the Duchess is ushered in, (wntes 
Charles Lamb,) the waxen images which coujaterfeit 
death, the wild masque of madmen, the tomb maker, 
the bellman, the living person’s dirge, the mortiheation 
dq^rees, are not moi’e remote from the conceptions 
of ordinary vengeance, than the strange character of 
siiflering which they seem to bring upon their victim 
18 out of the imagination of ordinary poets. As they 
ant not like inflictions of this life, so her language 
not of this world. She has lived among horrors 
ilbid. 
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till she is become ‘native and endowed into tliat 
elemtiiit.’ 8he speaks the dialect of despair; her tongue 
has a snatcli <>f Tartarus and the souls in helL To move 
a horror skilfully, to touch a soul to the quick, to lay 
upon fear as much as it can bear, to wean and weary a 
life till it is ready to drop, and tlien step in with mortal 
instruments to take its last forfeits: this only a Welister 
can do. Inferior geniuses ‘ upon horror’s head horrors 
accumulate ; ’• but they cannot do this. They mistake 
quantity for quality ; tliey ‘ terrify babCvS with painted 
devils ; * but they know not how a soul is to be moved. 
Their terrors want dignity, their atfrightments are 
without decorum.”^ 

The play was revived in 1622, and printed in 4to. in 
the following year under this title : — Tlte Tragedy of 
the Dutchesf^p of Malfg, As it icas lyreseiiUd jprimfly 
at the Black-FrierSy a7id puhluiiiehj at the (Rohe^ by the 
Khiffs Majesties Servants. The perfect and 
CoppHy frith diverse things printedy that the length 'of 
the play trould not heare m the irf'esentment. 

Tliere were ivprints in 1640, 1678, and 1708, all in 
4to. 

Next, in point of date, but very remote in matter of 
genius, comes The DeviVs Law-case , ar, When Women 
goe to LaWy the Devil is full of Bnsmesse : A Nets Trage^ 
comeedy. The true and perfect Copie from the OrigindR. 
As if was approved well cuied Iry hei- Majesties Servat^is, 

This play, as Mr. Dyce points out, must liave been 
written but a short time before it was pre^sented ; emc6' 
there is, in the fourth act, an evident allusion to the 
massacre of the English by the Dutch at Amboyna, it^ 
February, 1622. “ The play,” wia| |p Bhker. “ is a geodi 
^ Specimens oj DramtUic Poets. 
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pfty, and met with success. It is partly taken from 
the Hvifoirei^ admiralties of Goulart , but the circum- 
stance of Romelio's stabbing Contarino from malice, 
and its turning out to his preservation, seems borrowed 
from the story of l^lioereua Jason, related by ^'alenus 
Maximus, lib i. cap. 8.” 

Webster’s next ascertained appearance in i)rint was 
as the ** inventor ” of a City Pageant. In 1G24 was 
published a pampbh't with the following formidable 
title : — 

Monummts oj Honor. Dertued from rnnarlahle 
Antujuifu^ and Celehrated in the Htnnralde City of 
London^ at the s(tle Munijieeut ehavye and f'j‘2)ences of 
(he Right Worthy amt Worshipfatl Fraternity of the 
Eminent Metchant^Taylors. Directed in their wn^ 
affectionate Lout, at the CojiJirmaiion of their right 
Worthy Brother John (rcrre in the High OJice of His 
Maie^ies Lniefi^nant oner this His Jloyall Chamber, 
Expressing in a Magnificent Tryumph, all the Pageants, 
Chamois of Glory, Tenijdes of Honor, besides a specious 
and goodly Sea Tryumph, as mil particularly to the 
Honor of the City as generally to the Glory of this 
our Kingdmne. Invented and Written by John Webster 
Meixhanf-Taylor. Non norunt Ime memumerda mori. 
Printed at London by Nicholas 01 es. IG24, 4/o. 

Tliis pamphlet became so rare that Nichols was 
unable to obtain the sight of it for his Progresses, and, 
as Mr. Fairholt, writing in 1843, relates, “tlie only 
copy known to exist was in the possession of Mr. Hehor, 
and it formed lot 1G38 of the fourth part of his sale, 
whefe it was purchased by Mr. Rodd for £6 2s, M . ; 
vrhxm it p^|§|4 matchless collection of 



XVlll 


INTRODUCTION. 


the Duke of Devonshire. ” By his Grace’s characterieNlo 
liberality Mr. Dyce was enabled to print it as a supple- 
ment to his edition of Webster’s Works : the same 
kindness, now once more invoked and most gratefully 
acknowledged, has enabled me to reprint the Pagmnt 
in these volumes. 

Appius and Virginia^ which Mr. Dyce estimates so 
highly as to conceive that “ there are readers who will 
prefer it to any other of our author’s productions,” was 
not printed until 1654, when Webster, though, as we 
have conjectured, still living, must have been in very 
advanced years. The play, therefore, possessing as it 
does considerable power, must, presumably, have been 
written at a much earlier period, though at what period 
it is impossible to determine. As little can it be 
ascertained when were written two other plays which, 
in 1661, Francis Kirkraan, the publisher, sent forth to 
the world as the joint production of John Webster and 
William Rowley. These were severally entitled : — A 
Cure for a CuckM : A Pleasant Coynedy, As it hath 
been stwey^al f ivies acted with great applause. Written 
by John Webster and William Rowley. 

The Thracian Wonde:i\ A Comical Histoty^ as it hath 
been seveial times acted with great applause. Written 
by John Webster and William Roioley, 

In the prefaces to these publications, Elirkman 
explains, as will be seen in their place, or, at all events, 
seeks to explain, how it was that they had not till then 
made their appearance. As to the validity of the pub- 
lisher’s statement, there is certainly every probability 
that a person laying himself out at that time **of happy 
restoration,” and when “ we have h4l^the private stage 
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Kirkman phrases it, in contradistinction from the 
stage of public affairs) for some years clouded, and under 
a tyrannical command,” might very easily have collected 
together a vast number of manuscript plays, as well as 
manuscript compositions of other sorts, too light in their 
nature to have pleased the powers that lately had been. 
One of these plays, A Cure for a Cuckold is, assuredly, 
not a White Devil^ nor a Duclms of Malfy^ — would it 
were ! but neither is any other of Webster^s known 
works on that proud eminence ; and there is, still, quite 
enough matter in it to render Kirkman*B attribution of 
it to our author sufficiently plausible. It is further to 
be observed, with regard to this play, that, had the 
publisher been really guilty of imposture in this iden- 
tification, he might readily have been denounced by the 
very many persons who, as he himself says in the 
preface to the comedy, “ remembered the acting of the 
play, and said that it had pleased generally well.” A 
great deal had passed since 1649, but only eleven years. 
Mr. Kirkman very judiciously makes no mention, in 
relation to the Thracian W(mdei\ of any one^s remem- 
bering it as Webster’s work, or of its “having pleased 
generally well.” The annals of dramatic, as of other 
literature, present, no doubt, too many instances^ of “dull 
lines” by the hand of genius writ; but it is difficult to 
believe that such a stream of dulness as the course of 
the Thracian Wonder exhibits, could have flown from 
the pen of a dramatist far inferior even to Webster. 
Still, the Thracian Wonder was, at no remote period 
from Webster’s death, distinctly assigned to him by the 
publidier of The Cure fat* Cuckolds; and a modem 
editor would scaAely be justified in wholly rejecting 
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this Gumical History from a collection of Webster^s* 
Works. T therefore include the Thracian Wonder in 
this edition ; classing it, however, as a play attributed 
to author. In the same category, 1 venture also to 
print, now for the first time collectively, a play which, 
so long since as 1687, Winstanley attributed to Webster; 
The Wmkibf fjocth to tin Wall. It is very true that the 
authority of Winstanley is by no means irrefragable, 
and that three other plays which, in the same place, he 
assigns to Webster, ha\e been since identified as the 
woiks rf'spectivel} of tlircf' other writers. There is, 
however, one argument to be derived from this appa- 
rently adveise piemiss, that wherea's the three other 
plays ill question have been more accurately appro- 
priated, the play of The ircrtAc^v/ govth to the Wall has 
not , and that, in default of otlier claimant, Webster still 
remains entitled to wliatever merit the reader may find 
in this play. In some matters tlie rule is : when you 
are in doubt, omit. With leganl to the collection of 
an aufhor’s works, the rule, if strictly observed, would 
ha^ e reduced many full folios to diminutive duodecimos ; 
for of whom among our elder authors, from — ^iii rank — 
Shakespeare down to Settle, have there not been grave 
doubts as to this, that, or the other production ? Upon 
the autliority, tlien, of Winstanley, who surely was not 
invariably wrong, and which, at least in this instance, 
has not been disputed, I give The Weakest goeth to live 
Wall as a play attributed to Webster. 

What other jdays than those now enumerated Web- 
ster wrote, we know not. All that are extant by his 
liand are given in the present edition. Besides his lost 
dramas, of which mention has bee]^ made, there is a 
record, in the Oificial Register of Sir Henry Herbert^ 
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of ^ a newe tragadie called a Late Murther of the som 
the Mother^ ivritten by Forde and Webster,” of 
which, as Mr. Dyce truly oteervcs : “when we consider 
how well the terrible subject was fitted to the powers 
of the two writers, we cannot fail to regret the loss.” 

The following “character” of Webster by the inge- 
nious Mr. Henry Fitzjeifrey, author of Notes from 
Blaokfzyers, 1620 , is too ludicrous to be omitted : — 

But h’st ! with him crabbed ( Websterto)^ 

The play-wright, cart-vn^glu • whether ? either ho— 

No further. Loolse as yee’d bee lookt into : 

Sit as ye woo’d be read: Lord/ who woo’d know him? 
Was e\rer man so man^’d with a Poem ? 

See how he drawee his mouth awry of late, 

How he scrubs : wrings his wrests : scratches his pate ; 

A midwtfe / helpe 7 By his hraines coitm 

Some Centaure strange : some huge Bucephalus, 

Or Pallas (sure) ingendred in his braine, 

Strike, Vulcan, with thy hammer once againe. 

This is the cnUick that (of all the rest) 

Fde not have view mee, yet I feare him least, 

Heer’s not a word curdvdy I have writt. 

But hee’l industrioudy examine it ; 

And in some 12 monthes hence (or there about) 

Set in a shameful! sheets my errors ouf. 

But what care I ? it will be so obscure, 

That none shaU understand him (I am sure).” 

With ngaid to the present Edition of Webster’s 
Works, 1 can only say that' I have applied my best 
endeaTOur to reproduce, as nearly as may be, what I 
cottomTe Webster to have writtm. There are a few 
p aa aag e a m ore eq>ecially in The History of Sir Thomas 
WyaU-~'wbidi the gross blunders of his printer have 
eoavated, horn what the auUior must have meant to 
say, into absolute nonsense. ISiese — ^unable, by the 
exemdse of the most careful consideration, to correct — 
I have hit as I f oAd them ; making, at the foot of the 
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suggestion of a meaning when such has occurred 
to me. In other cases, the substitution of, as I coif 
ceived them, obvious words serving to remedy the no- 
meaning created by the printer, I have ventured, in all 
respect, to introduce those words, retaining, at the foot, 
the text sought to be corrected, so that the reader may 
judge for himself between it and the proposed emen- 
dation. 

In several of the plays, the printers, for economy of 
space, at a time when these publications were sold at a 
very low charge, have made sad work with the author's 
text, by running line after line of poetry into prose. It 

is, of course, by no means easy, if possible, to restore 
this prose to the metrical arrangement framed by the 
author, and it is more than probable that any editor 
must fail, in some instances, to determine the exact 
construction of the original. I trust, however, that, 
with the aid of my able predecessors, I have succeeded 
in aiTonging the text of Webster nearly as he conceived 

it. As to the spelling, no service was to be rendered 
to literature by retaining the orthography of Webster, 
or, rather, perhaps, of his printers, alike inconsistent 
with itself and with accuracy ; worse than useless for 
any glossological purpose ; and very perplexing to the 
reader. I have, therefore, in common with the pre- 
ceding editors of Webster, observed the existing standard 
of spelling throughout. The notes I have prepared 
are intended almost solely to explain obsolete words 
and expressions, and to elucidate, briefly, allusions to 
men and manners which, however effective at the tim^ 
would nowlose their point, but for some such notices. 
Where these notes are adopted from the researches of 
my predecessors, I have, 1 beUeve in aU cases, acknow- 
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ledged the obligation. For those notes to which no 
name is attached I am myself responsible. I have 
gratefully to acknowledge the assistance which, in all 
these respects, I have derived from the labours of Mr. 
Dyce, who has done so much to restore our elder poets 
to their due place of honour. So, if the present bio- 
graphy of Webster should be found more satisfactory, 
as fuller, than any previous memoir, it is materially 
owing to the labours of my friend Mr. Collier, whose 
large contributions — with him a labour of love — to the 
Shakespeare Society Publications have, in late years, 
thrown so much unexpected light upon the dramatic 
literature of the age of Elizabeth. 


W. HAZLITT. 
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SIR THOMAS WYAT.i 


^ Enter Northumberland and Suffolk. 


Suffolk. 

')W fares the king, my lord ? speaks he 
cheerly 1 

North. Even as a dying man, v/hose life 
Like to quick lightning, which is 
No sooner seen but is extinct. 

Suff. Is the king’s will confirm’d ? 

North. Ay, that’s the point that we level at. 

0, the confirmation of that will : 

’Tis all ! — ’tis all ! 

Suff. That will confirm my daughter queen. 

North. Eight ; and my son is married to your daughter. 
My lord, in an even plain way I will 



^ The copy, from which the present edition of this pla^has 
been preyed, is in the King’s library at the British 
Museum. The play was never reprinted until it was in- 
cluded by Mr. Dyce in edition of Webster’s works, 1890. 
There is no distribution into Acts or Scenes, nor have 1 
presumed to make any in the text. In the notes, however, 
1 have marked thn scenes, and their locality. 

^ Seoen l We^ninster. 
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Derive^ the crown unto your daughter’s head. 

What though the king hath left behind 
Two sisters, lawful and immediate heirs, 

To succeed him in his throne : lies it not 
In our powers to contradict it % 

Have we not tlio king and council’s hands unto it ? 

Tut, we stand high in man’s opinion 
And the world’s broad eye. 

Enter Sir Thomas Wvat. 

Suff, Here comes Sir Thomas Wyat. 

North, Sir Thomas booted and spurr’d ! 

Whither away so fast ? 

Wyat It boots me not to stay, 

When in this land rebellion bears such sway. 

God’s will, a court 1 ’tis chang’d 
Since noble Henry’s days. 

You have set your hands unto a will ; 

A will you well may call it : 

So wills Northumberland, so wills great Suffolk, 
Against God’s will, to wrong thode princely maids. 

North, Will you not subscribe your hand 
With other of the lords — ^not with me, 

That in my hands surprise* the sovereignty ? 

Wyat, I’ll damn my soul for no man, no, for no man* 
Who at doomsday must answer for my sin ? 

Not you, nor you, my lords. 

Who nam’d Queen Jane, in noble Henry’s days t 
Which of you all durst once displace his issue % 

^ i. e. Make to descend. ^ 

* ** To take in the deed doing.”— V otobavi. 
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^ My lords, my lords, you whet your knives so sharp 
To carve your meat, 

That they will cut your fingers. 

The strength is weakness that you build upon. 

The king is sick, — God mend him, ay, God mend him ! — 
But were his soul from his pale body free, 

Adieu, my lords, the court ^ no court for me. [Exit 
North, Farewell, I fear thee not. 

The fly is angry, but he wants a sting. 

Of ^ all the council, only this perverse 
And peevish lord hath only denied his hand 
* To the investing of your princely daughter. 

He’s idle, and wants power : 

Our ocean shall these petty brooks devour. 

Here comes his Highness’ doctor. 

Enter Doctor. 

Suff, How fares his Highness 1 
Doct, His body is past help : 

We have left our practice to the divines. 

That they may cure his souL 

Suff, Past physic’s help > why then past hope of life. 
Here comes his Highness’ preacher : 

Life, reverent man — 

Enter Preacher. 

Preach, Life, life, though death his body do dissever , 
Our king lives with the King of Heaven for ever ! 
North, Dead! Send for heralds, call me pursuivants; 

^ i. e. The^ this court would be no court for me. 

* The origflal has ‘and,’ an evident misprint. 
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Where’s the king-at-aniis ? In every market-town 
Proclaim Queen Jane. 

^ Suff, Best to take the opinion of the council. 

North, You are too timorous : we in ourselves 
Are power sufficient : the king being dead. 

This hand shall place the crown on Queen Jane’s head. 
Trumpets and drums, with your notes resound 
Her royal name, that must in state be crown’d ! 

[Exeunt, 

Enter Guildford and Jane. 

(ruihl. Our cousin king is dead. 

Jane, Alas, how small an um contains a king ! 

He that rul’d all even with his piincely breath, 

Is forc’d to stoop now to the stroke of death. 

Heard you not the proclamation ? 

Guild, I hear of it, and I give credit to it : 

What great men fear to be, their fears grow greater. 
Our fathera grow ambitious. 

And would force us sail in mighty tempests. 

And are not^ lords of what they do possess. 

Are not thy thoughts as great ? 

Jane, I have no thoughts so rank, so grown to head. 
As are our fathers’ pride. 

Troth, I do enjoy a kingdpm, having thee, 

And, so my pain be prosperous in that, 

What care I though a sheep-cote be my palace, 

Or fairest roof of honour 1 

Guild, See how thy blood keeps course with mine : 
Thou must be a queen, ay me, a queen ! 

^ i. e. Are not content to Ik 
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flattering bells, that shrilly sound 
At the king^s funeral, with hollow hearts. 

Will cowardly call thee sovereign ; 

For indeed thou wouldst prove but an usurper. 

Jane, Who would wear fetters, though they were all 
of gold. 

Or be stek, though his faint brows 
For a wearing nightcap wore a crown ? 

^hou must assume 
Aj^tle that goes on many feet ; 

But^Ws an office 

Wherm^the hearts of scholars and of soldiei's 
Will deperhi^pon thy hearse. Were this rightly scann’d, 
We scarce slicH^Jd find a king in any land. 

Arundel. 

Arun. Honour ana*bappy reign 
Attend the new Majesty of England ! 

Jane, To whom, my lord, bends this your awe ? ^ 
Arun. To your grace, dread sovereign ; 

You are, by the king’s will, and the consent 
Of all the lords, chosen for our queen. 

Jane, 0 God ! methinks you sing my dijath 
In parts of music’s loudness : 

/Tia not my turn to -rise. 

MUer Northumberland, Suffolk, tcith the purse and 
the Twoce, with others, 

iVbrfA The voice of the whole land speaks in my tongue : 
It is concluded your majesty must ride 

^ i. Submisaion^ The original has which if it 
mean awe is unmeaimlg here. 
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From hence unto the Tower, there to stay 
Until your coronation. 

Jane. O God ! 

Suff. Why sighs your majesty 1 

Jane. My lord and father, 1 pray tell me. 

Was your father’s father e’er a king ? 

Suff. Never, and it like your grace. 

Jane. Would I might still contmuo of his line, 

Not travel in the clouds ! 

It is often seen, the heated blood 

That covets to be royal leaves off ere it be noble. 

My learned, careful^ king, what, must we go ? 

(hiiJd. We must. 

Jane. Then it must be so. 

North. Set forward, then. 

[A dead marchy and pa»s round the etage^ 
and Guildford speaks. 

Guild. The Tower will be a place of ample state : 
Some lodgings in it will, like dead men’s sculls, ^ 
Kemember us of frailty. 

We are led with pomp to prison. 

Jane. 0, prophetic soul I 

Lo, we ascend into our chairs of state, 

Like funeral coffins in some funeral pomp 
Descending 2 to their graves ! But we must on. 

How can we fare well to keep our court 
Where prisoners keep their cave ? 

[A flourish. Exeunt ontnes, 

^ i. e. presumably, full of, or threat||pd with oaire. 

^ i.e. Our apparent ascent is, in realil$v a pompons desoCntf 
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1 ^nier Quebn Mary, with a prayer-book in het' hand^ 
like a nun, 

Mary, Thus like a nun, not like a princess bom. 
Descended from the royal Henry's loins, 

Live I environ'd in a house of stone. 

My brother Edward lives in pomp and state ; 

I in a mansion here all ruinate. 

Their rich attire, delicious banqueting, 

Their several pleasures, all their pride and honour, 

I have forsaken for a rich prayer-book. 

The golden mines of wealthy India 
Is all as dross compared to thy sweetness : 

Thou art the joy and comfort of the poor ; 

The everlasting bliss in thee we find. 

This little volume, enclosed in this hand, 

Is richer than the empire of this land. 

£nter Sir Henry Bedingfibld. 

Beding, Pardon me, madam, that so boldly 
I press into your chamber : 1 salute 
Your highness, with the high style of queen. 

Mary, Queen ! may it be ? 

Or jest you at my lowermg misery ? 

Beding, Your brother king is dead, 

And you the Catholic queen must now succeed. 

Mary, I see my God at length hath heard my prayer. 
You, Sir Harry, for your glad tidings, 

Shall be held in honour and due regard. 

^ Scene in at FramUngham Castle, whither, in 1553, the 
Princess Mary had 
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Enter Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wyat. Health to the Lady Mary ! 

Mary. And why not Queen, Sir Thomas ? 

Wyat Ask that of Suffolk duke, and great North- 
umberland, 

Wlio in your stead hath crown’d another. 

Mary, Another queen, Sir Thomas, we alive, 

The true immediate heir of our dread fatlier ! 

Wyat Nothing more true than that, 

Nothing more true than you are the true heir. 

Come, leave this cloister, and he seen abroad ; 

Your very sight will stir the people’s hearts. 

And make them clieerly for (Jueen Mary cry. 

One comfort I can tell you: the tenants of the dukes 
Northumberland and Suffolk denied their aid 
In these unlawful arms ; 

To all the council I denied my hand, 

And for King Henry’s issue still will stand. 

Mary, Your counsel^ good Sir Thomas, is so pithy, 
That I am won to like it. 

Wyat, Come, let us straight from hence, 

From Franilingham. Cheer your spirits. 

1*11 to the dukes at Cambridge, and discharge them all. 
Prosper me, God, in these affairs ! 

I lov’d the father well, I lov’d the son, 

And for the daughter I through death will run. 

[Exeunt omnes, 

^ Enter Northumberland, Suffolk, Brett, and 
Soldiers. 

Nmilu Where’s Captain Brett ? 

^ Scene iii. At LoHlod. 
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firett. Here, my lord. 

Suff, Are all our numbers full ? 

Brett, They are, my lord. 

Suff, See them arraign’d : ^ I will set forward straight. 
No^ih, Honourable friends, and native peers. 

That have chosen me 

To be the leader of these martial troops. 

To march against 

The sister of our late dead sovereign ; 

Boar witness of my much unwillingness 

In furthering these attempts. I rather joy 

To think upon our ancient victories 

Against the French and Spaniard, whose high pride 

We le veil’d with the waves of British shore. 

Dyeing the haven of Britain^ with guilty blood. 

Till all the harbour seem’d a sanguine pool. 

Or we desire these arma were now to war 
’Gainst the perfidious northern enemy. 

Who, trembling at our first shock, voice, and sight, 
Like cowards turn’d their backs with shameful flight. 
But those rich spoils are past : w’ are now to go. 

Being native friends, against a native foe. 

In your hands we leave the queen elected : , 

She hath seizure ^ of the Tower. 

If you be confident, as you have sworn 
Yourselves true liegemen to her highness. 

She no doubt with royal favour will remunerate 
The least of your deserts. Farewell ; 

My tears into your bosoms fall ; 

^ Arranged, or set in order. ® Brit, in the original. 

% Possession. 
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With one embrace I do include you all. c 

Arun, My lord most lov’d, with what, a mourning 
heart 

I take your fareweU, let the after signs 
Of my employment witness. I protest, 

Did not the sacred person of my queen. 

Whose weal I tender as my soul’s chief bliss, 

Ui^e my abode, I would not think it shame 
To trail a pike where you were general. 

But wishes are in vain ; I am bound to stay, 

And urgent business calls your grace away ; 

See on my knees I humbly take my leave, 

And steep my words with tears. 

Noiih, Kind Anindel, I bind thee to my love : 

Once more, farewell. 

Arun, Heavens give your grace success ! 

Commend us to the queen and to your son : 

Within one week, I hope, war will be done. 

Brett, Come, my lords, shall us march ? 

North, Ay, ay, for God’s sake on : 

’Tis more than time, my friends, that we were gone. 

\Exeunt 07nne8, 

^ Enfei' Treasurer and Porter. 

Treas, What ho, porter ! open the gate. 

Portefi\ I beseech your honour to pardon me, 

The council hath given strict command 
Not any shall pass this way. 

Treas, Why, you idle fellow, am I not sent 
Upon the Queen’s affairs, commanded by the lords 1 
And know you not that I am treasurer t 

^ Scene iv. At Baynard’F Castle. 
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Q>me, open the gate : you do you know not* what. 

Poiier. Well, my lord, I do adventure, on your word, 
The duke’s displeasure ; all the council-board 
Besides may be my heavy enemies ; 

But go a God’s name ; I the worst will prove, 

And if I die, I die for him 1 love. 

Treas, 1 thank thee, and will warrant thee from death. 
Is my horse ready ? 

Porter, It is, my lord. 

Treas. Then will I lly tlnt> feaifid council-board. 

[Ejcit Treamrer, 

Porter, My heart misgives me 1 have done amiss ; 
Yet being a councillor, one of the number, 

Nothing can prove amiss. 

Now shall I know the worst ; 

Here comes niy Iwrd of Arundel. 

Enter Akundel. 

Amn, Porter, did the lord treasurer pass this way ? 
Porter, But now, my gracious lord. 

Arun, Ungracious villain, follow. 

Bring him back again : 

If not by fair means, bring him back by force,. 

And hear you, sirrah, as you go, wilP the lord mayor. 
And some aldermen of his brethren. 

And some especial citizens of note, 

To attend our further pleasures presently. 

The tr^urer fled ; the duke ’s but newly arrested ; 
Some purpose on my life to cross their plots : 

We’ll set strong watches, see gates and walls well mann’d: 


* Direct. 
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Tis ten to one but princely innocence ^ ^ 

Is these strange turmoils* wisest violence. [Exeunt, 

1 Enter WiNcnESiKR, Arundel, and other Lords ; the 
Lord Treasurer hieeling at the councildahle, 

Aran, Though your attempt, lord treasurer, be such, 
That hath no colour in these troublous times 
But an apparent purpose of revolt 
From the deceas’d king’s will and our decree. 

Yet, for you are a councillor of note. 

One of our number, and of high degree, 

Before we any way presume to judge. 

We give you leave to sj^eak in your behalf. 

Treas, My lord, the business of these troublous times, 
Binding us all still to respect tlie good 
Of commonweal, yet doth it not debar 
Private regard of us and of our own. 

The general weal is treasui’d in your breast, 

And all my ablest poAvers have been employ’d 
To stir them thei’c ; yet have I borne a part. 

Laying the common troubles next my heart. 

My oversight in parting^ without leave 
Was no contempt, but only for an hour, 

To order home affairs, that none of mine 
In these nice times should unto faction climb. 

Arun, Nay, my good lord, be plain with us, I pray ; 
Are you not griev’d that we have given consent 
To Lady Jane’s election ? 

Treoif, My lords, I am not. 


^ Scene v. The Council Room, 
® Departing. 


I’s Castle. 
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^ Arun. Speak like a gentleman ; upon your word 
Aje you not discontent ? 

Treas, Troth, to be plain, I am not pleased 
That two such princely maids, lineally descended 
From our royal king, and by his testimony^ 

Confirmed heir, if that their brother dying issueless,^ 
And one that never dreamed it, never desir’d 
The rule of sovereignty, 

But with virgin’s tears hath oft bewail’d her misery, 
Should politicly ^ by us be nam’d a queen. 

Anin. You have said nobly ; sit, and take your place, 

IJnfPT PoRTEtt. 

Porter, My lords, Sir Thomas Wyat craves accesa 
Unto your honours. 

Artm, Let h’m come near. 

Enter Wyaj’. 

Porter, Room for Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wyat A divine spirit teach your honours truth, 
Open youi eyes of judgment to behold 
The true legitimate Mary, your undoubted sovereign I 
Arun, Arise, Sir Thomas, sit and take your place. 
Now to our former business : 

The obligation wherein we all stood bound 
To tJie deceas’d late king’s will and our decree, 

His cousin Jane and the two absent dukes. 

Cannot be conceal’d without great reproach 

^ Testamentary injunction, will. 

^ Some such words as ** Should be debarred the thronen 
he dead,” are here oimtted by the pnnter of the original play, 
’ To suit our own ^licy. 
voi^ I. o 
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To us and to our issue. We have sworn, ^ 

In presence of the sacred host of heaven, 

Unto our late young lord, to both the dukes, 

That no impeachment^ should divert our hearts 
From the enthronement^ of the Lady Jane. 

To this end we liave seiz’d^ her in the Tower, 

By public proclamation made her queen ; 

To this end we liave arm’d the dukes with power, 
Given them commission under our own hands 
To pass against the lady,^ and^ perform 
In hostile manner, and no doubt the spleen® 

Of the undaunted spirit of Xorthumber’s earl 
Will not be coord‘s with writings of repeal.® 

Advice in this, I hold it, better far, 

To keep the course we run, than, seeking change. 
Hazard our lives, our heirs, and the realms. 

Wyat, In actions roving from the bent of truth, 

We have no precedent thus to persist 
But the bare name of worldly policy. 

If others have ground from justice and the law. 

As well divine as politic agreeing, 

They are for no cause to he disinherited. 

If you not seven years since to that effect 
Swore to the father to maintain his seed, 

^ Hinderance. 

® “Enthronement,” conjecturally. The original has im- 
peachment,” an obvious misprint. 

^ i. e. Given her seizure of, or put her into possession of. 

^ i. e. The I^y i)ifary. 

^ “And,” oonjectorUly, the original has after “lady,” 
“You perform.” 

^ In the sense of speedy, violent action ; so used by 
Shakespeare. 

^ “ Cool’d,” conjeoturally. The origiial has “ call’d.” 

^ i. e. RecalL 
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®What dispensation hath acquitted you 
From your first sacred vows 1 
You'll say the will extorted from a child : 

O, let mine eyes in naming that sweet youth 
Observe their part, 

Pouring down tears, sent from my swelling heart ! 
God's mother, I tiini child ! but 111 go on. 

Say that the will Were hia, forc'd by no trick. 

But for religious love his simple act, 

Yet note how much you err. 

You were sworn before to a man’s will. 

And not a will alone, 

But strengthen’d by an act of parliament. 

Besides this sacred proof, the princely maids 
H<id they no will nor act to prove their right ? 

Have birthright'^ m privilege, being a plea so strong, 
As cannot be refelled, ^ but by plain wrong? 

Nor 2 were you touch'd The lady in Tower, 

Alas, she's innocent of any claim ! 

Trust me, she’d think it a most happy life, 

To leave a queen’s and keep a lady’s name. 

And for the dukes, your warrants sent them forth ; 
Let the same warrants call them back again : 

If they refuse to come, the realm, not they, * 

Must be regarded. Be strong and bold. 

We are the people's factors. Save our sons 

From killing one another ; be afraid 

To tempt both heaven and earth. Sb, I have said. 

^ i e. Proved a fallacy, diroroved, set aside. 

® “ Nor ” oonjeoturally. The original has “ now," where- 
as the apparent ndiMung is : abandon your projectlB^ and 
jOu shall not be touched, or oompromisea. 
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A run. Why then give oider that she^ shall be queen*^, 
Send for the Mayor. Her errors we^ll forget, 

Hoping she will forgive. 

fVyat. Never make doubt : setting her cerenionioua 
order^ by, 

She is pure within, and mildly chaste without. 

Arun. (live order to keep fast the lady Jane. 

Dissolve the council. Lot us leave the Tower, 

And in tlie city hold our audience. 

}FyaL You have advised well, honourable lortls : 

So will the citizens be wholly ours, 

And if the dukes be cross, we’ll cross their powers. 

[Expunt om?ies. 

^ Enter Buett, Cm)wx, and Soldiers. 

Brett. Lancepersado, quarter, quarter. 

Clown. What shall we quarter, captain 1 
Brett. Why, the soldiers. 

Clovm. Why, they are not hanged, nor drawn yet. 
Brett. Sir, I mean quarter tliem, that the offended 
multitude 
May pass in safety. 

Clown. May we not take tolls of the pies and the 
apple-women ? 

Brett. Not in any sort ; the duke’s pleasure wills- 
that ^ pass free. 

Clown. The commons shall be used with all common 
courtesy. Who’s Jthat goes in rank like beans, with 

^ i. e. The Princess Mary. 

* 1. e. Her cold austere formality of manner. 

^ Scene iv. At Cambridge. 

ooniecturally. The origapal has, ‘*pieastire 
wUl iiass free.” 
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^cheese-cakes on their heads, instead of caps.^ 

Brett Sirrah, this is a famous university 
And those,^ scholars ; those lofty buildings and goodly 
houses 

^ Founded by noble patrons. But no more : 

Set a strong watch ; that be your chiefest care. 

Enter a Counthyman and a Maid. 

Count. Wliat’s here ? soldiej^s ! 

Brett. Fear not good speech. These rude arms I bear, 
‘ Are not to fright sweet gentle peace away,* 

But to succour your lives. ]*ass peaceably away. 

Clown. Cry God save the queen, as you go, and 
God send you a good market. 

Maid. God save the queen I what queen ? there lies 
the sense : 

When we have none, it can be no offence. 

Clown. What carry you there in your basket < 

Maid. Eggs, forsooth. 

Clovm. Well, cry God save queen Jane, as you go, 
and God send you a good market. 

Maid. Is the right queen call’d Jane? alack, for woe ; 
At the first she was not christen’d so ' ^ 

[Exeunt Countrifumn and Maid. 
Brett Thus old and young still descant** on her name, 

^ So conjecturally. The original has; ''courtesy, that 
goes in rank like beans, and cheesecakes,*’ kc. 

^ Meaning the collegians, whom the ^Clown has described 
as wearing cheese-cakes on their heads instead of caps. 

® (Were.) 

* This line in the old copy is given thus : — 

** Ist not to fight ? Sweet, gentle Peace away.” (Dyce.) 
« ^1.6. She was i^pristened MaSj. 

* i, e.. Xiook askant on. 
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Nor lend no ear when we her style proclaim. 

I fear, I fear, — fear, Brett ! what should'st thou fear 1 
Thou hast a breast compos’d of adamant. 

Fall what ill betide, 

My anchor’s cast, and I in harbour ride. [ExeurU, 

1 Enter Nortiiumberland, Huntingdon, Wyat, 
and Soldiers. 

Wyat. My lord, ’tis true, you sent unto the council 
For fresh supplies ; what succour, what supplies 1 - 
Happy is he can draw his neck out of the collar 
And make his peace with Mary. 

North. How stands the treasurer addicted to us I 

■ 

Wyat. I had forgot : when we were at council, - 
He stole away, and went home to his house, 

And by much entreaty was ^von to return. 

In brief, they all incline to queen Mary. 

My lord, farewell : 

Each hasty hour will colder tidings tell. [Exit 

North. Come they in thunder, we will meet with them; 
In the loudest language that their ordnance speaks, 
Ours shall answer theirs. 

Call me a herald, and in the market-place proclaim 
Queen Jane. The streets are full. 

The town is populous, the people gape for novelty* 
Trumpets, speak to them, 

That they may answer with an echoing cry, 

God save queen Jane, God save her majesty ! 

[^A trumpet sounds^ and no answer. The Heraii 
sounds a parley^ and none answers. 
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! a bare report of trumpets ; 

Axe oia.ea iiudide, Oa i. ^ '^cualr ^ 

0 me ! This town consists on famous colleges, 

Such as know both how, and what, and when to speak* 
Well, yet we will proceed. 

And smother what close enA^y hath decreed. 

Enter Ambrose. 

Ambrose, my son, what news 1 

Amb, 0 my thrice-honour’d father ! 

North, Boy, speak the worst : 

That which sounds deadliest, let me hear that first. 
Amb, The lords have all revolted from your faction. 
North, We in ourselves are strong. 

Amb, In Baynard's Castle was a council held, 
Whither the mayor and sheriffs did resort, 

And ’twas concluded to proclaim queen Mary. 

North, Then they revolt the allegiance from my 
daughter. 

And give it to another ? 

Amb, True, my thrice-honour'd father ; 

Besides, my brother Guildford and his wife. 

Where she was proclaim’d queen, are now close prisoners, 
Namely in the Tower. 

North, God take them to his mercy ! they had need 
Of grace and patience, for they both must bleed. 

Poor innocent souls, they both from guilt are free ! 

Amb, 0 my thrice-honour’d father, might I advise you, 
Fly to your manor, there study for your safety ! 

North, Boy, thou say’st well : 

And since the lords have all revolted from me. 

Myself will now revolt against myself. 
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Call me a herald to fill their empty ears ; f 

Assist me ^ son iiijf gooi \;7ra ^luritingdon, 

Even in this market-town proclaim queen Mary. 

A trumpet sounds a parley^ the Herai.d 

Her, Mary, by the grace of God, Queen of England, 
France, and Ireland, defendress of the faith, amen. 

\Within^ a shout and a flourish. 
North, Amen : I bear a part, 

Ay, with my tongue, I do not with my heart. 

Now they can cry, now they can bawl and yell : 
Base-minded slaves, sink may your souls to hell ! 

Enter Master Eoosb, with letters. 

Boose, My honour’d lord, the council greets you with 
These letters. 

North, Stay, master Roose : ere you depart, receive 
An answer and reward. [He readeth the letter, 

“ In the sovereign name of Mary our queen, you shall 
upon the sight hereof surcease your arms, discharge 
your soldiers, and presently repair unto the court, or 
■else be held as an arch traitor.’' 

^Tis short and sharp. 

Master Roose, we do obey your warrant : 

But I pray tell me, how do all our friends at court ? 

Is there not a great mortality amongst them ? 

Is there not a number of them dead of late, 

Since I came thence ? 

Boose. My gracious lord, not any. 

North. 0, master Roose, it cannot be ; I will aesure 
you 

At my departure thence, I left living^there at leapt 
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Fkre hundred friends, and now I have not one, 
Simply, not one ; friends ! ha, lia, ha ! commission,^ 
Thou must be my friend. 

And stand betwixt me and the stroke of death ; 

Were thy date out, my life’s date were but short ; 
They are cold friends that kill their friends in sport. 
Amb. Here comes your honour’d friend, the earl of 
Ai'undel. 

Enter Arundel. 

North, My honour’d friend 

Arm, I am no friend to traitors : ♦ 

In my most high and princely sovereign’s name, 

I do arrest your honour of high treason. 

North, A traitor, Arundel ! 

Have I not your hand in my commission? 

Let me peruse it : as 1 take ’t, ’tis here, 

And by your warrant have I strict proceeded : 

Is the limit of my warrant broke ? ansWer me. 

Afun, It may be that it hath pleas’d he;* majesty 
To pardon us, and for to punish you. 

I know no other reason ; this I must, 

1 am commanded, and the act is just. 

North. And I obey you. When we parted last, 
My lord of Arundel, our farewell was 
Better tlian our greeting now : 

Then you cried, God speed ; 

Now you come on me, ere you say, take heed. 

Then you did owe^ me your best blood ; nay griev’d 
You |f>uld not spend them in my service ; 

‘ i. e. The commission undo* which he had been acting. 

^ i. e. Place at my owning^ or disposal 



26 


THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF 


O, then it was a double death to stay behind ! 

But I am overtook, and you are kind, 

I am, beshrew you else ; but I submit, 

My crime is great, and I must answer it. 

Arun. You must with your three sons be guarded safe 
Unto the Tower ; with you those lords and knights, 
That in this faction did associate you : 

For so I am enjoin’d. 

Then peaceively^ let us conduct you thither. 

North, 0 my children, my soul weeps endless tears 
For you ! 

0, atTihe general sessions, when all souls 
Stand at the bar of justice, and hold up 
Their new-immortalized hands, 0 then 
Let the remembrance of their tragic ends 
Bo raz’d out of the bead-roll of my sins ! 

Whene’er the black book of my crime’s unclasp’d. 

Let not these sea rlet letters be found there ; 

Of all the rest only that page be clear. 

But come to my arraignment, then to death. 

The queen and you have lopg aim’d at this head : 

If to my children she sweet grace extend, 

My soul hath peace, and I embrace my end. [Exeunt 

2 Enter Suffolk. 

Suff, Three days are past, Monday, 

Tuesday, and Wednesday too, 

Yet my protesting® servant is not come : 

^ Peaceably. 

* Scene VIII. A poor co^ta^e. 

‘ i. e. Protesting fidelity ana devotion. 
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Himself conducted me to this hard lodging, 

A simple cabin for so great a prince ; 

And then he swore, but oaths you see are vain, 

That he would hourly^ come and visit me. 

I that was wont to surfeit in estate. 

Am now through hunger almost desolate. 

Eniier Homes, sweating^ with bottle (Ihd uag, " 
Homes, My lord. 

Suff, Ned Homes, speak, hast thou brought me moat 1 
Homes, With much ado, my lord, meat, bread, and 
wine : 

While you refresh yourself, I will record 
The cause of my long stay. 

Suff, I prithee do : 

Need bids me eat. need bids me hear thee too. 

Homes, The night I left you in the hollow tree, 

My house was search’d. 

Suff, Go on, go on. 

Homes, And I no sooner enter’d but attach’d ; 
Threaten’d the rack, and if I did not yield 
Your gracious self into their graceless hands. 

Suff^ And thou hast done’t, thou hast betrayed me ? 
Homes, Done it ! 0, betray you ! 0, no ! 

First would I see my loved wife and children 
Murder’d and toss’d on spears, before I would 
Deliver your grace unto their hands, 

For they intend your death. 

Svffi Go on, go on. 

Homes, And offer’d a thousand crowns 
To him that can bring news of your abode ; 

' i, e. Within an hour or two. 



28 THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF 

Twas offered in my hands, t 

Wliich I heseecli may stop my vital breath, 

Wlien I am fee’d with gold to work your death. 

Enter Sheriff and Officers. 

Sher. See, yonder sits the duke. 

Snff, kiss tliee in requital of this love. 

Homes, And in requital of so great a grace, 

I kiss your hand that dares to kiss my face. 

Sher, So Judas kiss’d his master. Seize the duke. 
Suff, Ah me ! Ned Homes, we are undone ; 

Both thou and I betray’d ’ 

Sher, My lord, late duke of Suffolk, in her Highness* 
Name, I do arrest you of high treason. 

Stiff, I do obey, and only crave this kindness, 

You would be good unto my servant Homes, 

Who^ in relieving me hath but perform’d 
The duty of a servant to his lord. 

Sher, You are deceiv’d, sir, in your servant, much ; 
He is tlie man that did betray you. 

Here, master Homes, towards your thousand pounds, 
Here is a hundred marks ; 

Come to the Exchequer, you shall have the rest. 

Suff, Hast thou betray’d me ? yet with such a tongue, 
So smoothly oil’d, slight of my danger’s fear? 

O, break my heart ! this griefs too great to bear. 
Homes, Pardon me, my lord, 

Suff, God pardon thee, and lay not to thy soul 
This grievous sin ! Farewell ! 

And when thou spendest this ill-got gold, 

^ The old copy, “ wfiere.” (Dtoe.) 
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B^ember how thy master’s life was sold ; 

Thy lord that gave thee lordships, made thee great, 

Yet thou betray’d’st him as he sat at meat. 

On to my grave ; ’tis time that I were dead, 

When he that held my heart betrays my head. 

[Exeunt all but Homes, 

Homes. O God, 0 God, that ever I was born ! 

This deed hath made me slave to abject scorn. [ExiU 

Enter the Clown. 

Clown. 0 poor shrimp, how art thou fallen away for 
want of mouching! O, colon^ cries out most tyran- 
nically ! the little gut hath no mercy. 

What’s here ? victuals ! 0 rare, 0 good ! 

Feed chops, drink throat, good victuals make good 
blood. 

Enter Homes, with a halter about his neck 

But stay, who’s here ? more sheriffs, more searchers ? O 
no, this is Homes, that betrayed his honest master r 
how, with a halter about his neck ! I hope he doth 
not mean to hang himself. I’ll step aside. 

Homes, This is the place where I betray’d my lord 
This is the place where oft I have reliev’d. 

And, villain, I betray’d him to the jaws of death. 

But here before I further will proceed. 

Here will I bury this enticing gold : 

Lie there, damn’d fiend, never serve human more. 

Clown, This is rare : now if in this mood he wopld 
hang himself, ’t were excellent. 

^ (7ofo»— the greatest and widest of all the intestines. 
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Homes. Shall I ask mercy t no, it is too late ; 
Heaven will not hear, and I am desperate. 

[He strangles himsdf, 
CJmcn. So, so, a very good ending : 

Would all false servants 
Might drink of the same sauce ! 

Gold, you are first mine : you must help 
To shift myself into some counterfeit 
Suit of apparel, and then to London. 

If my old master be hanged, why, so : 

If not, why, rustick and lustick.^ Yet, before I go, I do 
not care if I throw this dog in a ditch : come away, 
dissembler. This cannot choose but be a hundred 
pound, it weighs so heavy. [JSWf. 

^ Enter Queen Mary, Winchester, Noreolk, Pem- 
broke, Wyat, Arundel, and Attendants. 

(A Mar if. By God’s assistance and the power of heaven, 
After our troubles we are safely set 
In our inheritance ; for which we do subscribe 
The praise and benefit to God : next, thanks 
To you, my lords. Kow shall the sanctuary. 

And the house of the Most High, be newly built ; 

The ancient honours due unto the church, 

m 

Buried within the ruin’d monasteries. 

Shall lift their stately heads and rise again, 

To astonish the destroyers’ wandering eyes.® 

Zeal shall be deck’d in gold : religion, 

^ Lustigh, Dutch, “lusty, cheerful, jolly.” 

^ Scene IX. At London. 

^ i. e. Presumably, wandering from the legitimate objects 
of worship. 
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Not like a virgin robb’d of all her ix)mp, 

Bit, bravely' shining in her gems of state, 

Like a fair bride be offer’d to the Lord. 

To build large houses, pull no churches down, 

Rather enrich the temple with our crown : 

Better a poor queen, than the subjects poor. 

Wim May it please your grace to give release 
Unto such ancient bishops that have lost 
Their honours in the cliurch affairs. 

Q. Mary. We have given oi-der 
To the duke of Norfolk to release them. 

Arun. Your sacred lugliness will no doubt be mindful 
Of the late oath you took at Framlingham. 

Q. Mary. 0, my lord Arundel, we remember that ; 
But shall a subject force his prince to swear 
Contrary to her conscience and the law ? 

We here release unto our faithful people 
One entire subsidy, due unto the crown 
In our dead brother’s days. The commonalty 
Shall not be o’erburdenM in our reign : 

Let them ha liberal in religion, 

And we will spare their treasure to themselves. 

Better a poor prince than the nation poor : 

The subjects’ treasure is the sovereign’s store. • 
Arun.What is your highness' pleasure ’bout the rebels? 
Q. Mary. The queen-like rebel, mean you not? 
Queen Jane? 

Guildford, and Jane, with great Northumberland, 
And haughty Suffolk’s duke. 

' The old copy “ briefly. (Dyce.) Bravely means, finely, 
gorgeously. 
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Q. Mary, The duke of Suffolk is not yet apprehended: 
Therefore, my lords, 

Some of you most dear to us in love 
Be careful of that charge : 

The rest well leave for trial of th^ other prisoners. 

Wyat The lady Jane, most mighty sovereign. 

Allied to you in blood. 

For she’s the daughter of your father’s sister, 

Mary the queen of France, Charles Brandon’s wife, 
Your niece, your next of blood except your sister, 
Deserves some pity, so doth youthful Guildford. 

Win, Such pity as the law allows to traitors. 

Norf, They were misled by their ambitious fathers. 
Win, What son to obey his father proves a traitor, 
Must buy his disobedience with his death. 

Wyat, My lord of Winchester still thirsts for blood. 
Q, Mary, Wyat, no more ; the law shall be their judge : 
Mercy to mean offenders we’ll ostond,^ 

Not unto such that dare usurp our crown. 

Arun, Count Egmond,^ the ambassador from, Spain, 
Attends your Highness’ answer, ^brought those letters 
Sent from the emperor in his son’s behalf. 

Q, Mary, In the behalf of lovely, princely Philip, 
Whose person we have shrined in our heart, 

At the first sight of his delightful picture ? 

That picture should have power to tingle 
Love in royal breasts : the darts of love are words, 

' i. e. Exhibit. 

* A correction by Mr. Dyce : the original has Edmond. 

1. e. He who brought. 
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Pictures, conceit he’ll prevail by any. 

Tour counsel, lords, about this foreign business. 

Arm, I say, and it like your royal majesty, 

A royal treaty, and to be confirm’d ; 

And I allow tlie match. 

Win, Allow it, lords ! we have cause 
To thank our God, that such a mighty prince 
As Philip is, son to the emperor. 

Heir to wealthy Spain, 

And many spacious kingdoms, will vouchsafe— 
WyaL Vouchsafe, my lord of Winchester! pray, what? 
Win. To grace our mighty sovereign with 
His honourable title. 

Wyat. To marry with our queen ; mean you not so ? 
Win. I do ; what then ? 

Wyat. O God I Is she a beggar, a forsaken maid, 
That she hath need of grace from foreign princes ? 

By God’s dear mother — 0 God, pardon I swear I ! 
Methinks she is a fair and lovely prince ; 

Her only beauty,^ were she of mean birth, 

Able to make the greatest potentate, 

Ay, the great emperor of the mighty Cham, 

That hath more nations under his command 
Than Spanish Philip’s like to inherit towns, ♦ 

To come and lay his sceptre at her feet. 

And to entreat her to vouchsafe the grace 

^The term conceit^ as frequently used by the old writers, 
meant, to adopt Richardson’s definition, something you can 
take or hold within the mind or understanding. Here Mary 
^ems to say that as words are the darts of love, so pictures, 
in lieu of words, are objects which can take possession of the 
mind ; and that Philip, whether by his words or his portrait, 
win i^vail. 

^ i. 6. Her beauty al^e. 

VOL. I. ^ D 
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To take him and hie kingdom to her mercy.^ ^ 

Win. Wyat, you are too hot. 

Wyai. And you too proud. Vouchsafe ! 0, base ! 

I hope she’ll not vouchsafe 

To take the emperor’s son to her dear mercy. 

Q. Mary. Proceed, my lord of Winchester, I pray. 
Win. Then still I say we’ve cause to thank our God| 
That such a mighty prince will look so low 
As to respect this island and our queen. 

Wyat Pardon me, madam ; he respects your island 
More than your person : think of that. 

Norf. Wyat, you wrong the affection of the prince, 
For he desii'es no fortresses nor towns, 

Nor to bear any office, rule, or state, 

Either by person or by substitute. 

Nor yet himself to be a councillor 
In our affairs. 

Wyat . What need he, noble lords, 

To ask the fruit, when he demands the tree ? 

No castle, fortresses, nor towers of strength ! 

It boots not, when the chiefest tower of all, 

The key that opens unto all the land, 

I mean our gracious sovereign, must be his. 

But he will bear no office in the land, — 

And yet will marry with the queen of all ! 

Nor be of council in the realm’s affairs — 

And yet the queen enclosed in his arms ! 

I do not like this strange marriage : 

The fox is subtle, and his head once in, 

The slender body easily will follow. 

^ Take into her favour. 
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I grant he offers you, in name of dower, 

The yearly sum of threescore thousand ducats, 

Besides the seventeen famous provinces, 

And that the heir succeeding from your loins 
Bhall have the sovereign rule of both the realms. 

What ! shall this move your highness to the match ) 
Spain is too far for England to inherit, 

But England near enough for Spain to woo. 

Q, ilfary.^ Have not the kings of England, good Sir 
Thomas, 

Espous’d the daughters of our ueighlxjur kings ? 

WyaL I grant your predecessors oft have sought 
Their queen from France, and sometimes, too, from 
Spain : 

But never could I hear that England yet 
Has been so base, to seek a king from cither. 

’Tis policy, dear queen, no love at all. 

JFiiL ’Tis love, great queen, no policy at all. 

WyaU Which of you all dares justify this match, 
And not be touch’d in conscience with an oath t 
Bemember, 0 remember, I beseech you, 

King Henry’s last will and his act at court ! 

I mean that royal court of parliament, » 

That does prohibit Spaniards from the land, 

That Will and Act to which you all are sworn, 

And do not damn your souls with perjury. 

Q. Mary, But that we know thee, Wyat, to be true 
Unto the crown of England and to us, 

Thy over-boldness should be paid with death : 

^ Mury. evidently : in the original the speech is given to 
Winchester. 
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But cease, for fear your liberal tongue offend. 

With one consent, my lords, you like this match ? 
Oinnes, We do, great sovereign. 

(?. Marxj. Call in Count Egmond, honourable lords. 

Enter Egmond. 

We have determin’d of your embassy. 

And thus I plight our love to Philip’s heart. 

Embark you straight, the wind blows wondrous fair : 
Till he shall land in England I’m all care. 

\Eximni all hut Sir Thomas WyaL 
Wyat. And ere he land in England, I will offer 
My loyal breast for him to tread upon. 

0, who so forward, Wyat, as thyself 

To raise this troublesome queen in this her throne 1 

Philip is a Spaniard, a proud nation, 

Whom naturally our countrymen abhor. 

Assist me, gracious heavens, and you shall see 
What hate I bear unto their slavery ’ 

I’ll into Kent, there muster up each ^ friend. 

To save this country, and this realm defend. 

^ Enter Guildford, Jane, and Lieutenant. 

Guild, Good morrow to the patron of iny woe. 

Jane, Good morrow to my lonl, my lovely Dudley : 
Why do you look so sad, my dearest lord ? 

' In the sense of over-liberal, too free. 

^Each — conjecturally, to rhyme with defend ; the original 
has ** my friends.” 

» Scene x. the Tower. 

* 1. e. conjecturally, pattern (the French, pcUrm)^ model ; 
unless the word, as Mr. Dycesuggests, beamisprmtforpartner.. 
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Ouihl, Nay, why doth Jane thus with a heavy ey^ 
And a defected ^ look, salute the day ? 

Sorrow doth ill become thy silver brow : 

Sad grief lies dead, so long as thou lives fair ; 

In my Jane's joy, I do not care for care. 

Jam, My looks, my love, are sorted ^ with my heart. 
The sun himself doth scantly show his face. 

Out of this firm grate you may perceive 
The Tower-hill throng'd with store of people. 

As if they gap’d for some strange novelty. 

Guild. Thoiigli sleep do seldom dwell in men of care, 
Yet I did this night sleep, and this night dream’d 
My princely father, groat Northumberland, 

Was married to a stately bride ; 

And then methouglit, just on his bridal day, 

A poisonV draught did take his life away. 

Jane. Let not fond*"* visions so appal my love. 

For dreams do oftentimes contrary prove. 

Guild. The nights are tedious, and the days are sad: 
And see you how the people stand in heaps. 

Each man sad looking on his appos’d object, 

As if a general passion possess’d them ? 

Their eyes do seem as dropping as the moon,^ 

As if prepared for a tragedy ; 

For never swarms of people there do tread, 

But to rob life and to enrich the dead, 

And show they wept. 

^ Downcast. ^ Suited. ^ Foolish. 

^ The moon’s moisture is constantly alluded to by our old 
poets. Lydgate wntes,— 

** Of Lucina the moone, moist and pale, 

That man^ showre fro heaven made avails.’* 
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lAefuI, My lord, they did so, for I was there. c 
Guild, I pray resolve us, good master lieutenant, 
Who was it yonder that tender’d up his life 
To nature’s death t 

Limt, Pardon me, my lord; ’tis felony to iusquaint you 
With death of any prisoner ; 

Yet, to resolve your grace. 

It was your father, great Northumberland, 

That this day lost his head. 

Guild, Peace rest his soul ! His sins 
Be buried in his grave, 

And not remember’d in his epitaph. 

But who comes here 1 
Jane, My father prisoner ! 

Elder Suffolk, guarded forth, 

Suff, 0, Jane, now nought but fear ! thy title and 
thy state, 

Thou now must leave for a small grave. 

Had I been contented to ha’ been great, I had stood, 
But now my rising is pull’d down with blood. 

Farewell. Point me my house of prayers. 

Jane, Is grief so short? 

’Twas wont to be full of words, ’tis true, 

But now death’s lesson bids a cold adieu. 

Farewell: thus friends on desperate journeys part 
Breaking off words with tears, that swell the heart. 

[BkeaSugoOe. 

Limt, It is the pleasure of the queen that you part^ 
lodgings. 

^ Depart. 


^ Separate. 
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Cill your arraignment, wliich must be to-morrow. 

Jane, Good master lieutenant, let us pray together. 
Lieui, Pardon me, madam, I may not ; they that 
owe' you, sway me. 

GiUld, Entreat not, Jane : though she our bodies 
part, 

Our souls shall meet : farewell, iny love. 

Jane. My Dudley, my own heart. [Ejceunt, 

^Entefi* Wyat with Soldiers. 

Wyat Hold, drum : stand, gentlemen : 

Give the word along ; stand, stand. 

Masters, friends, soldiers, and therefore gentlemen ; 

1 know some of you wear warm purses 
Lined with gold ; to them I speak not ; 

But to such lean knaves that cannot put up crosses 
Thus, I say, fight valiantly. 

And by the Mary God, 

You that have all your life-time silver lack’d 
Shall now get crowns ; many, they must be crack’d. 
Scld. No matter, we’ll change them for white money. 
Wyat, But it must needs be so, dear countrymen, 
For soldiers are the masters of war’s mint ; 

Blows are the stamps they set upon with Jbullets^ 

And broken pates are, when the brains lie spilt, 

These light crowns that with blood are double gilt 
But that’s not all that your stout hearts shall earn : 
Stick to this glorious quarrel, and your names 
Shall stand in chronicles, rank’d even with kings. 

You free your country from base Spanish thrall, 

From ignominiotm ^laveiy : 

^ Own, have, possess. 


^ Scene xi. Rochester. 
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Who can disgest^ a Spaniard, that’s a true Englishman 1 
Sold, Would he might choke, that disgests him ! 
Wyai. He that loves freedom and his country, 

Cry a Wyat ! he that will not, with my heart. 

Let him stand forth, shake hands, and we’ll depart ! ^ 
Soldiers. A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat I 

Enter Norry,"^ sounding a trumpet. 

Harp. Forbear, or with the breath thy trumpet spends 
This shall let forth thy soul. 

Norry. I am a herald, and challenge safety 
By th* law of arms. 

Harp. So shalt thou when thou’rt lawfully employ’d.^ 
JVyai. What loud knave’s that ? 

Norry. No knave, Sir Thomas, I am a true man 
To my queen, to whom thou art a traitor. 

Sold. Knock him down. 

Wyat. Knock him down ! fie, no, 

We’ll handle him, he shall sound before he go. 

'Harp. He comes from Norfolk and those fawning 
lords, 

In Mary’s name, weighing out life to them 
That will with baseness buy* it ; 

Seize on him, as a pernicious enemy. 

WyaJt. Sir George, be nil’d ; 

Since we profess the art of war. 

Let’s not be hiss’d at for our ignorance : 

He shall pass and repass, juggle the best he cam 
Lead him into the city. Norry, set forth, 

* Diogta—on old form of diguL 

* Part, separate. ^ 

^ Norroy, king at arms. 

* .fiay.— The old copy, Drc*. 
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forth thy brazen throat, and call all Rochester 
About thee ; do thy office ; fill 
Their light heads with proclamations, do ; 

Catch fools with lime-twigs dipt with pardons. 

But Sir George, and good Sir Harry Isley, 

If this gallant open his mouth too wide, 

Powder the varlet, pistol him, fire the roof 
That’s o’er hie mouth. 

He craves the law of arms, and he shall ha’t : 

Teach him our law, to cut’s throat if he prate. 

If louder reach thy proclamation. 

The Lord have mercy upon thee ’ 

Norry, Sir Thomas, I must do my office. 

Harp. Come, we’ll do ours too, 

Wyat Ay. ay, do, blow thyself hence, 
k [Exeunt Harper^ leley^ and Norry* 

W»rsou, proud herald, because he can 
Giv^rms, he thinks to cut us off by th’ elbows. 
M&stm, and fellow soldiers, say will you leave 
Old T^ Wyat ? 

OjnnJt, No, no, no. 

Wyat. A march ! ’tis Norfolk’s drum upon my life. 
I pray, see what drum it is. [Within^ cry^ Arm. 

Sodston.^ The word is given, arm ! arm flies through 
the camp, 

As loud, though not so full of dread, as thunder. 

For no man’s cheeks look pale, but every face 
Is lifted up above his foreman’s^ head, 

^ The name supplied by Mr. Dyce. The original reads as 
iho^h the speech were Wyat’s. 

^ i. e. The man standing b^ore him. 
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And every soldier does on tiptoe stand, 

Shaking a drawn sword in his threatening liand. 

Wyat, At whom, at whose drum ? 

Rod. At Korfolk, Norfolk’s drum. 

With him comes Arundel You may behold 
The silken faces of their ensigns show 
Nothing but wrinkles straggling in the wind : 

Norfolk rides foremostly, his crest well known, 

Proud as if all our heads were now his own. 

Wyat. Soft, he shall pay more for them. 

Sir Robert Rodston, bring our musketeers, 

To flank our pikes ; let all our archery 

Fall off in wings of shot aboth sides of the van, 

To gall the first horse of the enemy, 

That shall come fiercely on our cannoneers : 

Bid them to charge : charge, my hearts. 

Omnes. Chaige, charge. 

Wyat. Saint Geoige for England, Wyat for poor 
Kent ! 

Blood lost in country’s quarrel is nobly spent 

^ Erdei' iBLsr. 

I$ley. Base slave, hard-hearted fugitive ! 

He that you sent with Norry, false Sir George, 

Is fled to Norfolk. 

Rod. Sir George Harper fled ! 

Wyat. I ne’er thought better of a counterfeit ; 

His name was Harper, was it not ? let him go; 
Henceforth all harpers,* for his sake, shall stsnd 

^ The entrance of Isley is supplied by Mr. Dyoe ; it is not 
marked in the original ® , 

* The harp first appeared upon the Irish money in Hemy 
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B»t for plain ninepence throughout all the land. 

They come : no man give ground in theae hot cases ; 
Be Englishmen, and beard them to their faces. [JSxeunt. 

^ JEnter Norfolk, ARtiNDSii, Brett, and Soldiers. 

Nor/, Yonder the traitor marcheth with a steel-bow 
Bent on his sovereign and her kingdom’s peace. 

To wave him to us with a flag of truce, 

And tender him soft mercy, were 

To call our right in question 

Therefore put in act your resolute intendments : 

If rebellion be suffer’d to take head, 

She lives too long. Treason doth swarm, 

Therefore giye signal to the fight. 

Ifreit. ’Tis good, ’tis good, my lord. 

JVor/, Whe i Vs Captain Brett 1 
BrstL Here, my lord. 

JVar/, To do honour to you, and those five hundred 
Londoners, that march after your colours. 

You shall charge the traitor in the vanguanl, 

Whilst myself, with noble Arundel 

And stout Jeimugham, second you in the main. 

Gfod and Saint George this day fight on our aide. 

While thus we tame a desperate rebel’s pridb. 

[Exeunt all but Brett and Soldiers, 
Breit. Countrymen and friends, and you the most 
valiant sword and buckler men of London, the Duke 

the Eighth’s reign. By a proclamation, set forth in 1606, it 
was dedared, ** that every of the said Harp ShUlingi should 
have and bear the name and value only of twelve Pence Irish, 
aooordkig to the old standard of that realm ; being in true 
value i|o more than ngie Fence Efigluh,** — Dyck. 

^ Seene 7 a, In the open country. 
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of N’orfolk in honour has piomoted you to j^he vangurrd, 
and why to the vanguard, but because he knows you to 
be eager men, martial men, men of good stomachs, very 
hot shots, very actions^ for valoui^ such as scorn to 
shrink for a wetting, who will bear off anything with 
head and shoulders ! 

Oinnes, Well forwards, good commander, forwards. 

Brett I am to lead you, and whither ? to fight ; and 
with whom? with Wyat; and whatisWyat? a most 
famous and arch-traitor — to nobody, by this hand, that 
I know. 

Omnes, Nay, speak out, good captain. , 

Brett I say again, — is worthy Norfolk gone ? 

Omnes. Ay, ay, gone, gone. 

Brett I say again, that Wyat for rising thus in arms, 
with the Kentish men dangling thus at his tail, is 
worthy to be hanged — like a jewel in the kingdom's 
ear : say I well, my lads ? 

Omnes, Forwards, forwaixis. 

Brett And whosoever cuts off his head shall have 
for his labour — 

Clmcn. What shall I have ? Ill do% 

Brett The pox, the plague, and all the diseases the 
spittle-houses and hospitals can throw upon him. 

Clown, 111 not do’t, that’s flat. 

Brett And wherefore is Wyat up ? 

Clmn, Because he cannot keep his bed. 

Brett No, Wyat is up to keep the Spaniards down 
to keep King Philip out, whose coming in will give 
the land such a philip,^ ’twill make it reel again. 


^ Active, full of energy. 


‘For^ip 
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^Uwn, ’A would it were come to that, 'a would ; we 
would leave off Philips and fall to hot-cockles.^ 

Brett, Philip is a Spaniard ; and what is a Spaniard % 

Clown, A SpaniMxl is no Englishman, that I know. 

BretL Right, a Spaniard is a Camocho, a Calimanco;^ 
nay, which is worse, a Dondego, — and what is a 
Dondego 1 

Clown, A Dondego is a kind of Spanish stock-fish, or 
poor J ohn. 

Brett, Ko, a Dondego is a desperate Viliago,'** a very 
Castilian; God bless us. There came but one Dondego^ 
into England, and he made all Paiirs stink again : what 
shall a whole army of Dondegoes do, my sweet country- 
men? 

Cl(mn, Marry, they will make us all smell abomi- 
nably : he comeb not here, that^s flat. 

Bi'ett, A Spaniai*d is called so because he's a Span- 
iard, his yard is but a span. 

Clown, That's the reason our Englishwomen love 
them not. 

Brett, Right, for he carries not the Englishman's yard 
about him. If you deal with him, look for hard mea- 

^ Philip IS an old term for a sparrow, and hol-oocUen is a 

g ame in which, as Halliwell explains it, one person lies 
own on his face and is hoodwinked, and being struck, 
must guess who it was that hit him 
* Ccmocia and Calamaco are, respectively Italian and 
Spanish terms for coarse, calimanco stuffs, and as siicli were 
used in our author’s time, by way of contempt or reproach. 
^ A coarse rustic rascal. « 

^ The allusions to the dirty exploit of a Sj^ianiard— Don 
Di^o — in publicly committing a nuisance in St. • Paul’s 
Church, are veiy frequent in our old dramatists, and for 
many years it continued a subject of reproach and 
laughter. — C ollier, to Heywoode Fair Maid of the 

Weet, (Shakespeare Society,) 



46 THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF 

sure ; if you give an inch, he’ll take an ell ; if he gid^e 
an ell, he’ll take an inch ; therefore, my fine, spruce, 
dapper, finical fellows, if you are now, as you have 
always been counted, politic Londoners to fly to the 
stronger side, leave Arundel, leave Norfolk, and love 
Brett. 

Clown, We’ll fling our flat caps at them. 

Brett Wear your own neat’s-leather shoes; scorn 
Spanic^^^ leather ; cry, a fig for the Spaniard. Said I 
well, bullies? 

Omnes, Ay, ay, ay. 

Brett Why, then, fiat, fiat ! 

And every man die at his foot that cries not a Wyat^ 
a Wyat. 

Omnes, A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat. 

Enter Wyat. 

Wyat, Sweet music, gallant fellow-Londoners ! 
Cloivn, I’ faith, we are the madcaps, we are the lick- 
pennies,^ 

Wyat You shall be all Lord Mayors at least 

[^Exeuni Wyaty Brett, and Soldiers, 

^ Alarum sounds, and enter Wyat, Brbit, Rodston, 
IsLEY, and Soldiers again. 

Wyat Those eight brass pieces shall do service now 
Against their masters, Norfolk and Arundel : 

They may thank their heels more than their hands 
For saving of their lives. 

When soldiers turn surveyors, and measure lands, 

Ood help poor farmers. 

^ i. e. the Londoners who lick the pennies. 

^ Scene xn. At Lud Gate. 
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S^diersaud friends, let us all play nimble blood-hounds 

And hunt them step by step. We hear 

The lawyers plead in armour ’stead of gowns : ^ 

If they fall out about the case they jar, 

Then they may cuff each other from the bar. 

Soft, this in Ludgate : stand aloof, I’ll knock. 

He knocks ; erUet' Pembroke upon the walls. 

Pent, Who knocks ? 

Wyai, A Wyat, a true friend. 

Open your gates, you lowering citizens ; 

I bring you freedom from a foreign prince : 

The queen has hoard your suit, and 'tis her pleasure 
The city gates stand open to receive us. 

Pern, Avaunt, thou traitor ’ thinks thou by forgery 
To enter London with rel)c]lious anus 1 
Know that these gates are barr’d against tliy entrance ; 
And it shall cost tlie Jives of twenty thousand 
True subjects to the queen before a traitor enters 
Ormes. Shoot him through. 

Wyai, Stay, let’s know him first. 

Clown, Kill him ; then let’s know him afterwards. 
Pern, Look on my face, and blushing see with shame 
Thy treasons character’d. 

Brett, ’Tis the Lord Pembroke, 

Wyai, What have we to do with the Lord Pembroke? 
Where’s the queen’s lieutenant ? 

Pern, I am lieutenant of the city now. 

Wyai. Are you Lord Mayor ? 

Pern, The greatest lord that breathes enters not here 
Without express command from my dear queen. 

The judges, also, wore Amour on the bench, at this juncture. 
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WyaU She commands by us. 

Pern. I do command thee, in her highness* name, * 
To leave the city gates, or, by my honour, 

A piece of ordnance shall be straight discharg’d 
To bo thy deatli’s-man, and shoot thee to thy grave. 
Wyat. Then here’s no entrance ? 

Penh No, none. [Exit Pembroke. 

Brett, What should we do following Wyat any longer? 
Wyat. 0 London, London, thou perfidious town ! 
Why hast thou ])roke thy promise to thy friend. 

That for thy sake, and for the general sake, 

Hath thinist myself into the mouth of danger ? 

March back to Fleet-street : if that Wyat die, 

London, unjustly, buy' thy treachery. 

Brett. Would I could steal away from Wyat ! it 
shtmld be the first thing that I would do. 

[Here they all steal away from Wyai^ and 
leave him alone. 

Wyat. Where’s all my soldiers ? what, all gone. 

And left my drum and colours without guard ! 

0 infelicity of careful ^ men ! 

Yet will I sell my honour’d blood as dear 

As ever did faithful subject to his prince. [Ent. 

Enter Norfolk and Isley. 

Isley. Pembroke revolts and flies to Wyat’s side. 
A^orf. He’s damned in hell that speaks it. 

Enter Harper. 

Harper.^ 0 my good lord, *tis spread 

' > Probably for ahyty or suffer the consequences of. 

^ i. e. full of care. 

^ The old copy gives this to Isle^R — D yce, 
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Pembroke and Count Arundel both are fled ! 
Enter Pembroke and Arundei^ 


Pern. foot, who said so ? what devil dare stir my 
patience ? 

Zounds, I was talking with a crew of vagabonds 
That lagged at Wyat’s tail, and am I thus 
Paid for my pains ? 

NorJ, And there being miss’d, 

Some villaui, finding you out of sight, hath rais’d 
This slander on you : but come, my lord. 

Pern, I’ll not fight. 

Norf, Xay, sweet earl. 

Pein. Zounds, fight, and hear my name dishonour’d! 
Amiu Wyat is march’d down Fleet-street : after him. 
Pern. Why do not you, and you, pursue him ? 

If I striKC one blow, may my hands fall off. 

Pern, And if I do, by this 

Norf. Come, leave your swearing : 

Did not my country’s care urge to this (luarrel. 

For my part T would not strike a blow. 

Pern, No niore would I; 

I’ll eat no wrongs ; let’s all die, and I’ll die. 

Enter Messenger. 

Mess, Stand on your guard. 

For this way Wyat is pursued amain. 


A QTeai noise : cries of follmc, Erder Wyat, with his 
sword draicn, being wounded. 

Within, Follow, follow. 

Norf, Stand, traitor, stand, or thou shalt ne’er stand 
mmre. 

VOL. I. 


B 
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Wyat Lords, I yield ; 

An easy conquest ’tis to win the field 

After all^s lost. I am 'wounded : let me have a surgeon; 

That I may go sound unto my grave. 

Tis not the name of traitor 'pals me, 

Nor plucks my weapon from ray hand : 

Use me how you can, 

Though you say traitor, I'm a gentleman. 

Your dreadful shaking me, which I defy, 

Is a poor loss of life ; I wish to die : 

Death friglits my spirit no more than can my bod, 

Nor will I change one liair, losing this head. 

Pent. Come, guard him, guaixl him, 

Wyat, No matter where ; 

I hope for notliing, therefore nothing fear. 

, [Exetint (nnnes, 

^ Enter WiscuEHTEii, Norfolk, Arundel, Pembroke, 
mth other lords. 

Win, My lord of Norfolk, wull it please you sit ; 

By you, the noble Lord of Arundel. 

Since it hath pleas'd her sacred majesty 
To nominate us here commissioners. 

Let us, without all partiality, 

Be oi)en-enr*d to what they can allege. 

Where's the Lieutenant of the Tower 1 

Enten* Lieutenant of the Tawei\ 

lAent, Here, my good lord. 

Win, Fetch forth the prisoners ; 

^ Scene xii. The Council Chamber at the Tower. 
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them severally in cliairs of state. 

Clerk of tlie crown, proceed as law retiuires. 

Filter Guildford an<l Jane. 

Cleric, Guildford Dudley, hold up thy hand at the bar* 

Guild, Here at the bar of death I hold it up ; 

And would to God, this hand heav’d to the law, 

Might have advanc’d itself in better place, 

For England’s good and for my sovereign’s weal ! 

Clerh Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray, 

Hold up thy hand at the bar. 

Jane. A hand as pure from treiison, as innocent^ 

As the white livery 

Worn by th’ angels in their Maker’s sight ! 

Clerk. You are here indicted by the names cd Guild- 
ford Dudley, Lord Dudley, Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray, 
of capital and high treason against our most sovereign 
lady the queen’s majesty. That is to say, that you, 
Guildford Dudley, and Lady Jane Gray, have, by all 
possible means, sought to procure unto yourselves the 
royalty of the crown of England, to the disinheriting of 
our new sovereign lady the queen’s majesty, the true 
and lawful issue to that famous king Henry the Eighth, 
and have manifestly adorned youi-selves with the state’s 
garland imperial, and have granted warrants, com- 
missions, and such like, for levying of men and soldiers 
to *be sent against the said majesty : what answer you 
to this indictment, — guilty, or not guilty 1 

Guild, Our answer shall be several like ourselves ; 
Yet^ noble earl, we confess the indictment. 

May we not make some apology unto the court t 

^ From treewon, as innoemt^ oonjecturally : the original 
iias : from troamm'o innocence. 
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Norf. It is against the order of the law ; 

Therefore directly plead unto the indictment. 

And then you shall b(3 heard. 

Guild, Against the law ! 

Woids utter'd then as g<xKl unsjwlven were, 

For whatsoe’er you siiy, you know your form, 

And you will follow it unto our deaths. 

Horf, Speak, are you guilty of tliese crimes, or no ? 
Jane, I’ll answer first : I am, and I am not , 

But should we stand unto the last unguilty, 

You have large-conscience jurors to besmear 
The fairest brow with style of treachery. 

Norf, Tlie barons of the land shall be your jury. 
Jane, An honoumble and worthy trial ; 

And God forbid so many noblemen 

Should be made guilty of our tinieless^ deaths ! 

Arun, You’ll answer to the indictment, will you not? 

Guild , IMy lord, I Avill : 1 am 

Norf What ? are you guilty or no ? 

Guild, I say unguilty still, yet I am guilty. 

Jane, Slander not thyself : 

If there be any guilty, it was I ; 

I was proclaim'd (lueen, I the crown should wear. 
Guild, Because I was thy husband, I stand here. 
Jane, Our loves we sought ourselves, but not our 
pride ; 

And shall our father’s’ faults our lives divide ? 

• Guild, It was my father that made thee distrest 
Jane. O, but for mine, my Guildford had been blest I 
Guild. [My Jane had Ijeen as fortunate as fair. 

Jane. My Guildford free from this soul-grieving care, 
^ i. e. Untimely. 
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\ Ouihh If we l>e guilty, ’tia no fault of ours ; 

And shall we die for what’s not in our power? 

We sought no kingdom, we desir’d no crown : 

It wa» imposed upon us by constraint. 

Like golden fruit hung on a Imrren tree ; 

And will you count such forcement treachery ? 

Then make the silver Thames as black as Styx,' 
Because it was constrain’d to bear the barks,® 

Whose battering ordnance should have been employ’d 
Against this hinderers of our royalty. 

Win. You talk of senseless things. 

Gnihl. Do trees want sense. 

That by the power of music have been drawn 
To dance a pleasing measure? 

We’ll come, then, nearer unto living things : 

Say we usurp the English royalty, 

Was’t not by your consents ? 

I tell you, lords, I have your hands to shew, 

Subscrib’d to the comnii.ssion of iny father, 

By which you did authorize him to wage arras. 

If they were rebelliouB ’gainst your sovereign, 

Who cried so loud as you, God save Queen Jane ? 

Ajid come you now your sovereign to arraign ? 

Come down, come dou n, here at a prisoner’s bar ; 
Better do so than judge yourselves amiss : 

For look, what sentence on our heads you lay, 

Upon your own may light another day. 

Win, The queen hath pardon’d them. 

* Corrected by Mr. Dyco; the original is ludicrously mis- 
pnnted SidcU. 

® An emendation proposed by Mr. I>yce. The original 
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Guild, And we must die for a less fault : 

0 partiality ’ 

Jane. Patience, my Guildford ; it was ever known. 
They that sinn’d least, the punishment have borne. 

Guild. True, my fair queen of sorrow, truly^ speak. 
Great men, like great flies, through law’s cobwebs break, 
But the thinn’at frame the prison of the weak. 

Norf. Now trust me, Arundel, 

It doth grieve me much to sit 

In judgement of these harmless 

Amn. I help’d to attach the father, but the son — 

O, througli my blood I feel compassion run ! 

My lords, we’ll be humble suitors to the queen, 

To save these innocent creatures from their deaths. 

Norf. Let’s liroak up court : 

If Norfolk long should stay, 

In tears and passion- I should melt away. 

Win. Sit still : what ’ wull you take 
Compassion upon such ? — 

They are lieretics. 

Jafie. We are Christians ; 

Leave our conscience to ourselves : 

We stand not here about religious causes, 

But are accus’d of capital treason. 

Win. Then you confess the indictment. 

Guild. ICven w'hat you will j 
Yet save my Jane, although my blood you spill. 

• Jane. If I must die, save princely Guildford’s life^ 
Nmf. Who is not mov’d to see this loving strife ? 
Amn. Pray pat4on me ; do what you will to-day. 


1 (Youk 


^ For wmpaasiim. 
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< AM Fll upfwcDve it, though it be my death. 

Win. Thenliear the speedy sentence of your deaths: 
You shall be carried to the place from whence you came, 
From thence unto the place of execution, 

Through London to l>e drawn on hurdles, 

Where thou, J ane Gray, shalt suffer death by fire, 
Thou, Guildford Dudley, hang’d and quarter’d ; 

So Lord have mercy upon you ! 

Guild. Why, tliis is well, since we must die, 

That we must die together. * 

Win. Stay, and heiir the mercy of the queen ; 
Because you are of noble parentage. 

Although the crime of your offence l)e great, 

She is only pleas’d that you shall 

Both. Will she pardon us 1 
Win, Onh , I say, that you shall lose your heads 
Upon the Tower-hill. So, convey them hence : 
Lieutenant, strictly look unto your charge. 

Guild. Our dooms are known, our lives have play’d 
their part. 

Farewell, my Jane. 

Jam. My Dudley, mine cfwui lieart. 

Guild. Fain would I take a ceremonious leave ; 

But that’s to die a hundred thousand deaths. 

Jam. I cannot speak, for tears. 
lAeid. My lord, come. 

Guild. Great griefs speak louder, when the least are 
dumb.^ Exeywt* 

^ Mr. Dyce suggests that the poet wrote ; 

** Lenst grim speak louder, when the great are dumb.'’ 
Aoocoding to Seneca ; 

*^Gur» leves loquuntur, ingentes stupent.” 

Hippoljftui, ▼. 607* 
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' Enter 8iu Thomas Wyat, in the Tower. 

Wyat, The sad as])ect this prison doth aiford 
Jumps'^ with the metisure that my heart doth keep ; 
And this enclosure here, of nought but stone, 

Yields far more comfort than the stony hearts 
Of them tliat wrongM their country and their friend. 
Here is no perjurid councillors to swear 
A sacred oath and tlien forswear the same ! 

No innovators here doth harbour keep ; 

A stedfast silence doth possess the place : 

In this the Tower is noble, l>eing ®base. 

Enter Lords, to Wyat. 

Norf. Sir Thomas Wyat. 

Wyat That's my nfiine, indeed. 

Wm. You should say tmitor. 

Wyat Traitor, and Wyat’s name, 

J^iffer as far as Winchester and lionour. 

Win. I am a pillar of the mother church. 

Wyat. And what am I % 

Wm. One that subverts the state. 

Wyat. Insult not too much o'er th’ unfortunate ; 

1 have no bishop's rochet to declare my innocency. 
Tliis is my cross, 

That causeless I must suffer my head's loss : 

When that liour comes wherein my blood is spilt, 
My cross will look os bright as yours twice gilt 

* Scene xiv. The Tower. 

® Suits with. 

i. e. presumably, aithough in itsei/. 

* To serve as a voucher for. 
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Here’s ^ for that purpose* 

Wyat Is your grace so short? 

Belike you come to make my death a sport. 

Win. We come to bring you to your execution ; 
You must be hang’d and quarter’d instantly : 

At the Park corner is a gallows set, 

Whither make haste to tender nature’s debt. 

Wyat. Then here’s the end of Wyat’s rising up : 

I to keep *Spaniards from the land was sworn. 

Right willingly T yield myself to death, 

But sorry such ^ should have my place of birth. 

Had London kept its word, Wyat had stood, 

But now King Philij) enters through my blood. 

Win. Where’s the lieutenant of the Tower ? 

Exeunt OJficei's with Wyat 

Enter Lieutenant. 

Lieut. Here, my lord. 

Win. f'etch forth your other prisoners. 

Lieut. My lord, I will ; 

Here lies young Guildford, here the lady Jane. 

Norf. Conduct them forth. 

jEJn/e?* Guildford ajid Jane. 

Guild. Good morrow, once more, to my lovely Jane. 
Jane. The last good morrow, my sweet love, to thee. 
Guild. What were you reading ? 

Jane. On a prayer-book. 

Guild. Trust me, so was I : we had need to pray. 
For see, the ministers of death draw near. 

^ The meaning of this curioas line is, 

‘‘ We are here for the purpose of spilling your blood.” 

’ i. e. as the Spaniards, should possess my native land. 
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Jane, To a prepared mind death is a pleasure : 

I long in soul till I have spent my hrcath. 

Guild, My lord high chancellor, you’re welcome 
hither : 

What ! come you to behold our execution 1 
And, my lord Arundel, thrice w'elcome : 

You help’d t’ attach our father , come you now to see 
The black conclusion of our tragedy ? 

Win, We come to do our office. 

Guild, So do we ; 

Our office is to die, yours to look on : 

We are beholding^ unto such beholdem. 

The time was, lords, when you did flock amain 
To see her crown’d, but now to kill my Jane. 

The world like to a sickle bends itself : 

Men run their course of lives as in a maze : 

Our office is to die, yours but to gaze. 

Jane, Patience, my Guildford. 

Guild, Patience, niy lovely Jane ! 

Patience has blanch’d thy soul as white as snow. 

But who shall answer for thy death ? This know, 

An innocent to die, what is it less 
But to add angels to heaven’s happiness ? 

The guilty dying do applaud the law, 

But when the innocent creature stoops his neck 
To an ui\just doom, upon the judge they check.^ 

Lives are, like souls, requir’d of their neglectors, 

Tl|en ours of you that should be our protectors. 

Win, Bail not against the law. 

Guild, No, God forbid ! 

My lord of Winchester is made of law^ 

‘ Bdiolden, obliged. * To reproach. 

* These lines, in the original, run thus conf uscKlly — 
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should 1 rail against it, ’twere against you. 

If I foiget not, you rejoic’d to see 

The fall of Cromwell ; joy you now at me ? 

Oft dying men are fiH'd with propliecies, 

But I’ll not bo a proplict of your ill. 

Yet know, my lords, they that belmld us now, 

May to the axe of justice one day bow, 

And in that plot of ground, where we must die, 
Sprinkle their bloods, though I know no cause why. 
Norf, Speak you to me. Lord Guildford ? 

Guild. Norfolk, no : 

I speak to 

Norf. To whom ? 

Guild. Alas, I do not know ! 

Which of us two dies first? 

Win. The beti*;r part. 

Guild. 0, rather kill the worst ’ 

Jane. ’Tis I, sweet love, that first must kiss the block. 
Guild. I am a man ; men l>etter lirook the shock 
Of threatening death : your sex are ever weak ; 

The thoughts of death a woman’s heart will break. 
Jane. But I am arm’d to die. 

GuUd. Likelier to live ; 

Death to the unwilling doth his presence give 
He dares not look the Ixild man in the face, 

But on the fearful lays his killing mace. 

Win. It is the pleasure of the queen 
That the Lady Jane must first suffer death. 

No, God forbid, my lord of Winchester, 

It’s made.of law, and should I ” &c. 

For the rectification of the text, 1 have to thank Mr. Dyce, 
adding, in explanation, that Gardiner, then Bishop of Win- 
ohester, was, as Chancellor of the Kingdom, head of the law. 



60 


THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF 


Jane, I thank her lughiiess, 

Tliat I sliall first depart this hapless world, 

And not survive to sec iny dear love dead. 

(HiiM, She dying first, I three times lose my head ! 

Enfei* the Headsman. 

Heath, Forgive me, lady, I pray, your death. 
ihdtd. Ha ! hast thou the heart to kill a face so fairl 
Win, It is her headsman. 

(ruild. And demands a pardon 
Only of her, for taking off her head ? 

Jane. Ay, gentle ( ruildford, and I pardon him. 

(riiiht But I’ll not pardon him : thou art my wife, 
And ho shall ask me pardon for thy life. 

Heath. Pardon mo, my lord. 

(ruiltJ. Rise, do not kneel ; 

Though thou submitt at, thou host a lowering^ steel, 
Whose fatal declination brings our death ; 

Good man of earth, make haste to make us earth. 
Heath. Please th the Lady Jane, I’ll hedp her off 
with her night-gown. 

Jane. Thanks, gentle friend, 

But 1 have other waiting-women to ’tend me. 

Good Mistress Ellin, lend me a helping hand 
To strip me of these worldly ornaments. 

Off with these robes, (), tear them from my side ! 

Such silken eovei*s are the guilt of pride. 

Instead of gowns, my coverture be earth, 

^fy worldly death, or new^ celestial breath.^ 

* Down -looking, frowning. 

® Or, AS Mr. Dyce suggests, birth. 
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ll'liat, is it oif ] 

Ladij. Madam, almost. 

Jane. Not yet 1 O God, how haiilly 
Can we shake off this workVs poiiip, 

That cleaves unto us like our bodies* skin ! 

Yet tlius, 0 God, shake off thy servant’^ sin ! 

Ladt/. Here is ii scarf to blind your eyes. 

Ja7ie. From all the world but from my Guildford** 
sight : 

Before I fasten this beneath my brow, 

Let me behold liim with a constant look. 

Guild. O do not kill me witli that j)iU‘ 0 UH eye ^ 

Jane. ’Tis my last farewell, take it patiently . 

My dearest Guildford, let us kiss and part 
Now blind mine eyes never to see the sky : 

Blindfold thv<\ lead me to the block to die. 

with Hmfhmany * 
(htild. O 1 [lie falh m a trance.'] 

Niwf. How fares my lord 1 
. Arun. lie s fallen into a trance. 

Novf. Wake him not, until he wake himself. 

0 happy Guildfonl, if thou die in this, 

Thy soul will be the first in heavenly bliss ’ 

Eiiter Headsman, with Jane’s head. 

Win. Here comes the headsman with the head of Jane. 
Guild. W*"!!© sjiake of Jane ? who nam’d my lovely 
Jane 1 

Win, Behold her head. 

^ This stage direction, supplied by Mr. Dyce, does not 
appear, though obviously necessary, in the original. As 
matter of historical fact, it may be observed that Guildfotd 
was beheaded first. 
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Guild, 0, I shall faint again ! 

Yet let me bear this sight unt<j my grave, 

My sweet Jane’s head. 

Look, Norfolk, Arundel, Winchester, 

Do malefactors look thus when they die ; 

A ruddy lip, a clear reflecting eye. 

Cheeks purer than the maiden orient pearl, 

That sprinkles bashf illness through the clouds ? 

Her innocence has given her this look ; 

The like for me to show so well, being dead, 

How willingly would Guildford lose his head ! 

Win. My lord, the time runs on. 

Guild. So does our death : 

Here’s one has run so fast, she’s out of breath. 

But the time goes on, and my fair Jane’s 
White soul will be in heaven before me, 

If I do stay : 

Stay, gentle wife, thy Guildford follows thee : 

Though on the earth we part by adverse fate, 

Our souls shall knock together at heaven’s gate. 

The sky is calm, our deaths have a fair day, 

And we shall pass the smoother on our way. 

IMy lords, farewell, ay, once farewell to all : 

The father’s pride has caus'd the children’s fall. 

[Exit Guildford to dmth. 
Nmf. Thus have we seen her highness’ \vill perform’d : 
And now their heads and bodies shall be join'd 
And buried in one grave, as fits their loves. 

Thus much I'll say in their behalfs now dead, 

Their father’s pride their lives hath severed. 


FINIS. 
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HIS play, the joint production of Dekker 
and of Webster, was printed, as the title 
imports, in 1607. When it was first acted 
does not appear, but as it is intimated that 
the actors were “ the children of Pauls, it must have 
been performed by them subsequent to 1601, for in 
1589 or 1590, the performances by the scholars or chor- 
isters of St. Paul’s Catlicdral — who had been, generation 
after generation, among our foremost histrionics, long 
prior to 1378, — were suppressed by authority, and the 
interdict was not taken off until 1600 or 1601.^ It is 
probable that Hoe was first acted somewhere 

towards 1604, or early in 1605 : it wtis certainly on the 
stage when Eastward Hoe was printed, in 1605, for the 
prologue of the latter play refers to it. 

• Eastward Hoe ! and Westward Hoe ! were cries of 
the Thames watermen, who thus, at the various stairs 
where they j)lied, vociferated their readiness to take 
passengers city -wards or Westminster- wards. The cry 
became a current phrase, aiiplicable also to land jour- 
neyings eastward and westward, and, by degrees, was 
extended to trips Northward Hoe ! and Southward 
Hoc ! The tenii Westward Hoe ! was sonietimea used 
jocosely, or insultingly, as menacing for the person at 
whom it was directed, a trip to Tybuni tree. 

The original phiy has no dramatis persoruje. 


^ See Collier's ** Annals of the Stage,” passim. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


Earl. 

JuaTiNiANO, tlie Italian Merchant. 
HONBYtaUCKLK, 

Tenterhook, 

Wafer, 

Monopoly, tlie Earls Nepliow. 

Sir Gosling Glowworm, a Spendtlii'ift. 
Linstock. I 
WiiiRi.POOL, j F*rieiids. 

Am RUSH, a Sliorifi*'s <Ifficer. 

Clutch, his Man. 

Scrivener, 

Cashier. 

Tailor, 

Bonii ace. 

Prentice, Chamberlain, Servant^, 

^loLL, the Merchant’s Wife. 

Judith, Honey suet le’s Wife. 

Moll, Tenterhook’s Wife. 
jNIabel, Wafer’s Wife. 

Mistress Birdlime, a Prc>cure.vs. 

Lucy, a Courtezan. 

Christian, Servant at Birdlime’s house. 


^Citizeiih. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — Ijowlon, Ai Jusfiniano^s Hou»t\ 

Enter Mistress Birdlime, amt Tailor. 
Birdlime. 

|TAY, Tailor, tins is th(* lionse : pray thee, 
look the gown he not ruffled , as for the 
wels and prt'cioiis stones, I know where 
to find them ready presently. She that 
must wear this gown, if she will receive it, is Master 
Justiniano’s wife, the Italian merchant : my good oldlord 
and master, that hath been a tilter this twenty year, 
hath sent it. Mum, Tailor ; you are a kind of bawd. 
Tailor, if this gentlewoman’s husband should chance to 
1)6 in the way now, you shall tell him that I keep a 
hot-house 1 in Gunpowder-alley, near Crutch^ Friars, 
and that I have brought home his wib-’s foul linen ; 
and to colour my knavery the better, I have here three 
or four kinds of complexion,- which I will make show 
of to sell unto her; tlie young gentlewoman hath a 
good city Avit, I can tell you ; she hath read in the 

^ A bagnio : they were of no better fame in early times 
than at present. — N akes. 

^ Cosfiietics. 
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Italian Courtier^ that it is a special ornament to gentle- 
women to have skill in painting. 

Tailor. Is my lord acquainted with her ? 

Bird. 0, ay. 

Tailor. Faith, Mistress Birdlime, I do not commend 
my lord’s choice so well : now methiiiks he were better 
to set up a dairy, and to keep half a score of lusty^ 
wholesome, honest, country wenches. 

Bird, lloriebt country wenches ’ in what hundred 
shall a man find two of that simple virtue ? 

Tailor. Or to love some lady ; there were equality 
and coherence. 

Bird. Tailor, you talk like an ass ; I tell thee there 
is equality enough between a lady and a city dame, if 
their hair be but of a colour. Name you any one thing 
that your citizen’s wife comes short of to your lady : 
they liave as pure linen, as choice painting, love green 
geese in spring, mallard and teal in the fall, and wood- 
cock in winter. Your citizen’s wife leanis nothing but 
fopperies of your lady, but your lady or justice-a-peace 
madam carries high wit from the city, namely, to 
receive all and pay all; to awe their husbands, to 
check their husbands, to controul their husbands ; nay, 
they have the trick on’t to be sick for a new gown, or 
a carcaiiet, or a diamond, or so ; and I wis^ this is 
better wit than to learn how to wear a Scotch fartliin- 
gale; nay, more 


Entei' Prentice. 


Hero comes one of the servants : you remember. Tailor, 
that I am deaf ; observe that. 

^ i. e. The Cortigicvno of Baldassare Castiglione. 

^ Surmise, imagine. 



WESTWARD HOE. 


69 


sc. I.] 

I 

« TaUcr. Ay, thou art in that like one of our young 
gulls, that will not understand any \vrong is done 
him, because he dares not answer it 

Bird, By your leave, bachelor ; is the gentlewoman, 
your mistress, stirring ? 

Pren, Yes, she is moving. 

Bird, Wlmt says he ? 

Tailor, She is up. 

Bird, Where’s the gentleman, your master, pray youl 
Pren, Where many women desire to have their 
husbands, abroad. 

Bird, I am very thick of hearing. 

Pren. Wliy, abroad : you smell of the bawd. 

Bird. I pray you tell her here’s an old gentlewoman 
would speak witli her. 

Pren, So. [Exit 

Tailor, What, will you be deaf to the gentlewoman 
when she comes, too 1 

Bird. 0, no, she’s accpainted well e'nough with my 
knavery. 

Enter the Merchant’s Wife. 

She comes. How do you, sweet lady ? 

M. Wife. Lady I 

Bird, By God’s me, I hope to call you lady ere you 
die : what, mistress, do you sleep well on nights ? 

M, Wife. Sleep f ay, as quietly as a client having 
gr^t business with lawyers. 

Bird, Come, I am come to you about the old suit : 
my good lord and master hath sent you a velvet gown 
here ; do you like the colour 1 three pile, a pretty fan- 
tastical trimming! 1 would God you would say it; 
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by my troth, I dreamed last night you looked 
prettily, so sweetly, methought so like tlie wisest lady 
of them all, iii a velvet gown. 

M. Wife. What's the forepart ? 

Bird. A very pretty stuff ; 1 know not the name of 
your forepart, but 'tis of a hair colour. 

M. Wi/e. That it was my hard fortune, lieingso well 
brought up, having so great a iiortion to my marriage, 
to match so unluckily ’ Why, my husband and Ids 
wliole credit is not worth ray apparel : well, I shall 
undergo a strange report in leaving my husband. 

Bird. Tush, if you respect your credit, never think 
of that, for beauty covets rich apparel, choice diet, 
excellent physic. No German clock' nor mathematical 
engine whatsoever, re<piires so much reparation as a 
woman’s face ; and what means hath your husband to 
allow sweet Doctor Glister-pipe his pension ? 1 have 
hoard that you have threescore smocks, that cost three 
pounds a smock ; will these smocks ever hold out with 
your husband 1 no, your linen and your apparel must 
turn over a new leaf, I can tell you. 

TaiUrr. O admirable bawd ! 0 excellent Birdlime ! 

Bird. I have heard he loved you liefore you wei*e 
married, entirely ; what of that ? I have ever found 
it most true in mine own experience, that they which 
are most violent dotards l>efore their marriage are most 
voluntary cuckolds after. Many are holiest,^ either 
Ijecause they have not wit, or Ijecause they have not 

^ The German clocks alluded to by our early dramatists 
were those cheap wooden clocks still imported from the 
^sarne parts, and, at that time, still more imperfect in their 
construction than they pow are. 

* In the sense of cb^te. 
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(jpportuiiity to be dishonest ; and the Italian, your 
husband’s countryman, holds it imix)S8ible any of their 
ladies should be excellent witty, and not make the 
uttermost use of their beauty : will you be a fool then 1 
M, Wife. Thou do’st persuade me to ill, very well 
BinL You are nice and peevish ; how long will you 
hold out, think you? not so long as Ostend.' 

En/er JusTiNiANO, i/ie Afe^r/tanf. 

Passion of me, your husband ! Remember that I am 
deaf, and that I come to sell you comidexion : truly, 
mistress, I will deal very reasoiuibly with you. 

Jtutf. What are you, say ye ? 

Ay, forsooth. 

What, my moat happy wife ? 

M. Wife. Why your jealousy ? 

Jealousy » in faith I do not fear to lose 
That I have lost alreiwly. What are. you ? 

Bird. Please your good worship, I am a poor gentle- 
woman, that cast away myself upon an unthrifty cap- 
tain, that lives now in Ireland ; I am fain to pick out 
a poor living with selling complexion, to keep the 
frailty, as they say, honest. 

Jiuff. What’s he ? complexion too ’ you are a bawd. 
BM. I thank your good worship for it. * 

Jm/. Do not I know these tricks ? 

That which thou mak’st a colour for thy sin. 

Hath Ixien thy first umloing, — jwiinting, painting. 

Birri. I have of all sorts, forsooth : here is the burned 
powder of a hog’s jaw bone, to be laid with the oil of 
white poppy, an excellent fucus' to kill morphew,® 

^ Oie€iid*-which had withstood a siege of three years and 
ten weeks.— Drcs. 
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weed out freckles, and a most excellent groundwork 
for painting; here is ginimony likewise burned arld^ 
pulverized, to be mingled with the juice of lemons, 
sublimate mercury, and two spoonfuls of the flowers of 
brimstone, a most excellent receipt to cure the flushing 
in the face. 

Jtist Do you hear : if you have any business to 
despatch with tliat deaf goodness there, pray you talfd 
leave oppoituriity, that which most of you long fd#" 
(though you never bo wnth child), opportunity ! Fll 
find some idle liusiness in the mean time ; I will, I will 
in truth ; you shall not need fear mo , or you may 
speak FreiK’h ; most of your kinds can understand 
French : God b’ wi’ you. 

Being certain thou art false, sleej>, sleep, my brain. 

For doubt ^vas only that which fed my pain. \^Exit 

M, Wife. You see what a hell I live in : I am 
resolved to leave him. 

Bird. O the most fortunate gentlewoman ! that will 
be so wise, and so, so provident: the caroch^ shall come. 

M. Wife. At what hour? 

Bird. Just when women and vintners are a con- 
juring ; at midnight. O, the entertainment my lord 
will make you — sweet wines, lusty diet, perfumed linen, 
eoft beds ! 0 most fortunate gentlewoman ! 

[Kjreunt Birdlime and Tailor. 

^ Paint. A Latin word, adopted by our early writers to 
signify the colours used by l^ies to improve their com- 
plexions. — Nares. 

® A leprous eruption : quere, Mori feu. — Nares. 

* 1 . e. 1 give you leave to dispatch it. 

^ A large coach ; carocAo, Spanish, as if made from carro 
efe ocAo, a coach and eight. — M inshieu. 
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Entm' JusTiNiANO. 

Just, Have you done? have you despatched? ’tis 
well ; and, in troth, what was the motion ? 

M, Wxje, Motion ! what motion ? 

JmL Motion ! why like the motion in law, that stays 
for a day of hearing, your’s for a night of hearing. 
Come, let’s not have April in your eyes, 1 ])ray you ; 
iji shows a wanton month follows your weeping. Love 

woman for her tears f Lot a man l(»ve oysters for 
their water , h)r women, though they should weep 
liquor enougli to serve a <lyer or a hrewer, yet they 
may he as stale as wenches that travel every second 
tide between Gravesend and Billingsgate. 

Jlf. Wife, This madness shows very well. 

Jmf, Why, look you, 1 am wondrous merry ; can 
any man discern by my face, that I am a cuckold ? I 
have known many, suspected for men of this inisfortuno, 
when they have walked through the streets, wear their 
hats o’er their eyebrows, like ]>olitic ptmthouses, 
which commonly make the shop of a mercer or a linen- 
c-a vf lis dark as a rucuu in Bedlam , his cloak shroud’ 
ing his face, as if he were a Neapolitan that had 
lost his beard ^ in April; and if he walk through 
the street, or any other narrow road (as ’ris rare to meet 
a cuckold) he ducks at the penthouses, like* nu ancient* 
that dares not flourish at the oath-taking of the praetor, 
for fear of the sign-jiosts. Wife, Avih*, do I any of 
these ? come, what news from his lordship ? has not his 
lordship’s virtue once gone against the liair, and cov- 
eted corners? 

^ L e. Lost his beard by the operation of the Italian dis- 
ease, or French disease. 

^ Awitna WM a standard or flag ; also, an ermgit, of whioh 
Skinner says it is a corruption. What the meaning of the 
simile is^im present editor cannot suggest. 
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M. Wife. Sir, by niy soul I will be plain with you* 

Jmt. Except the forehead, dear wife, except the 
forehead. 

Wlf. Wife. The gentleman you spake of hath often 
solicited my love, and hath received from me most 
chaste denials. 

Jmt. Ay, ay, provoking resistance : ^tis as if you 
come to buy wares in the city ; bid money for ^t : your 
mercer, or goldsmith says, truly I cannot take it; 
lets liis customer pass his stiilP next, nay, perhaps, 
two or tliree, but if he find he is not prone to return of 
himself, he calls him liack, and back, and takes his 
money : so you, my dear wife — O the policy of women 
and tradesmen * they’ll bite at anything. 

M. Wife. What would you have me do? all your 
plate, and most part of your jewels, are at pawn ; besides, 
I hear you have made over all your estate to men in 
the town here. What would you have me do ? would 
you have me turn common sinner, or sell my apparel 
to my waistcoat, and become a laundress ? 

Jmt. No laundress, dear wife, though your credit 
would go far with gentlemen for taking up of linen ; 
no laundress. 

M. Wife. Come, come, I will speak as my misfortune 
prompts me. Jealousy hath undone many a citizen; it 
hath undone you and me. You married me from the 
service of an honourable lady, and you know what 
matches I mought^ have had. What would you have 

Jmt. Very gctod, very good. 

' (and the). 

^ i. e. might. ** The preterit nwught had anciently for ita 
radix the Sucon verb mowe^ which was in common use with 
Chaucer, for he had no alternative, and which we have solt^ 
ened into may. Paaoic’s Anecdotes of the iSn^ish Lanyuaye. 
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me to do 1 I would I had never seen your eyes, your 
eyes ! 

if. Wife, Your prodigality, your dic*(3ing, your riding 
abroad, your consorting yourself with noblemen, yaiir 
building a summer-house, ^ hath undone us, hath undone 
us I What would you have me do ? 

Jmi, Any thing. I have sold my house, and the 
wares in’t ; I am going for Stoad- next tide : what will 
you do now, wife 1 

M, Wife, — Have you, indeed 1 
Jmi, Ay, by this light ; all’s one ^ I have done as 
some citizens at thirty, and most heirs at three-and- 
twenty, made all away : why do you not ask me now, 
what you shall do 1 

if. Wife, I have no counsel in your, voyage, neither 
shall you have any in mine. 

Jwfit, To his lordship ; will you not, wife % 

M, Wife, Even whither my misfortune leads mo. 
Jud, Go ; no longer will I make my care thy prison, 
if. Wife, 0 my fate ! Well, sir, you sliall answer 
for this sin, which you force me to. Fare you well ; 
let not the world condemn me, if I seek for mine own 
maintenance. 

Jmt, So, so. 

if. Wife, Do not send me any letterjs ; drj not seek 
any reconcilement ; by this light I’ll receive none : if 
you will send me my apparel, so; if not, choose.^ I ■ 
hope we shall ne’er meet more. [Exit, 

JvM, So, farewell tlie acquaintance of all the mad 
^ i. e. A country-house. 

* So in the original : what town is meant the present editor 
cannot suggest. There is SUal in Norway, and Rtwia, in 
Bohemia ; out Justiniano’s feigned destination, as it after- 
wards appem, was Italy. 

^ i. e. lei it alone. 
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devils that haunt jealousy ! Why should a man bo §uch 
an ass to play the antic' for his wife’s appetite ? Imagine 
that I, or any other great man, have on a velvet night- 
clip, and put case that this night-cap be too little for 
my ears or forehead, can any man tell me where my 
night-cap wrings me, except I be such an ass to proclaim 
it I Well, I do play the fool with my misfortune very 
handsomely. I am glad that I am certain of my wife’s 
dishonesty ; for a secret strumpet is like mines pre- 
pared to ruin goodly buildings. Farewell my care. I 
have told my wife I am going for Stoad , that’s not 
my course, for I resolve to take some shape upon me, 
and to live disguised here in the city. They say for 
one cuckold to know that his friend is in the like head- 
ache, and to give him counsel, is as if there wore two 
partners, the one to ho arrested, the other to bail him. 
My estate is made over to my friends, that do verily 
Indiovo, 1 mean to leave England. Have amongst you, 
city dames, you that are indeed the fittest, and most 
proper pomons for a comedy ^ nor let the world lay any 
imputation upon my disguise, for court, city, and 
country, are merely as masks one to the other, envied 
of some, laughed at of othera : and so to my comical 
business. [Exit. 

Scene II. ^ — Tenferhool^s Hotise. 

Entei* ^Faster Tenterhook, hh Wife, Master Mo- 
nopoly, a Scrivener, and a Cashier. 

Ten. Moll. 

Mid. Ten. What would, heart ? 

^ A burles(]ue and ridiculous personage, represented by 
comic actors. 

* There is no change of scene marked in the original, but 
it is obvious. 
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Ten. Where’s my cashier 1 are the sums right 1 are 
the bonds sealed ? 

Cash, Yea, sir. 

Ten. Will you have the bags sealed ? 

Mon. O no, sir, I must disburse instantly ; wo that 
be courtiers have more places to send money to, than 
the devil hath to send his spirits : there’s a great diml 
of light gold. 

Ten. 0, sir, ’twill away in play : and' you will stay 
till to-morrow you sliall have it all in new sovereigns. 

Mon. No, ill troth, ’tis no matter, ’twill away in play. 
Let mo see the bond, let me see when this money is to 
be paid ; the tenth of August: the first day that 1 must 
tender this money, is the first of dog-days. 

Senv. I fear ’twill be hot staying for you in London 
then. 

Ten. Scrivener, take home the bond with you. 

[Exit Srrivmer. 

Will you stay to dinner, sir? Have you any partridge, 
Moin 

Moll. No, in troth, heart ; but an excellent pickled 
goose, a new service. Pray you, stay. 

Mon, Sooth, 1 cannot. By this light, I am so infin* 
itel}^ so unboiindably beholding'^ to yr)U ! 

Ten. Well, signior. I’ll leave you. My cloak, there. 

Moll. When will you come home, beait ? 

Ten. In troth, self, I know not; a Iriend of your’s 
and mine liath broke. 

Moll. Who, sir 1 

Ten. Master Jiistiniano, the Italian. 

'If. 

* An old form of hfkoldtn, still in use among the lower 
orders, who are great Conservatives in language. 
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Moll, Broke, sir ! 

Tpu. Yea, sooth ; I was oifered forty yesterday upon 
the Exchange, to assure a hundred. 

MoU, By my troth, 1 am sorry. 

. Tm, And liis wife is gone to the party. ^ 

Moll, Gone to tlio party ! O wicked creature ! 

Ten, Farewell, good Master Monopoly ; I prithee 
visit me often. 

Mon. Little Moll, send away the fellow. 

Moll. Philip, TMiilip. 

CoeIi, Here, forsooth. 

Moll, (to into Bucklersbury,*^ and fetch me two 
ounces of j)reserved melons ; look there he no tobacco 
taken m the shop wlieii he weighs it. 

Ca^h. Ay, forsooth. [Exit 

Mon, What do you eat preserved melons for, Moll ? 

Moll. In troth, for the shaking of the heart; I have 
here sometimes such a shaking, and downwards such 
u kind of eartlnpiake, as it were. 

Mon. Ho you hoar, let your man carry home my 
money to the Ordinary, and lay it iti my chamber, but 
let him not tell my host that it is money ; J owe him but 
forty j)ouiul, and the rogue is hasty ; he will follow me 
when he thinks I have money, and pry into me as 
crows perch upon carrion, and when he hath found it 
out, ])roy upon me as heralds do upon funerals.** 

Moll. Come, come, you owe much money in {own ; 

^ 1. e. “ The party, or j^rson — ^You know whom I mean.” 
The phrase has lately come up again, as a slang expression. 

^ This street, in our author’s time, was inh^itea chiefly 
by druggists, who sold all kinds of herbs, green as well as 
dry. — N akes. 
e. Smoked. 

* 1. e. lu the finding and painting of armsforeroatcheons. 
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wlten you have forfeited your bond, 1 shall ne’er see 
yon Jiiora 

Mim, You are a monkey ; 1*11 pay him ’fore ’a day ; 
I’ll see you to morrow, too. 

MoU. By my troth, I love you very honestly ; you 
were never the gentleman offered any uncivility to me, 
which is stmnge, methinks, in one that comes from 
beyond seas . would I had given a thousand [K)und, I 
could m)t love thee so ! 

Mon. Do you hear 1 You sliall feign some scurvy 
disease or other, and go to tlie Bath next sj)ring ; I’ll 
meet you there. 

Unfer ^Mistukss Hoxeysuckle a 7 ol Mihtukhs Wafer. 

Misi. Honf}f. By your leave, sweet Mistress Tenti-r 
hook. 

Moll. Oh, how dost, partner? 

Mon. Gentlewomen, 1 .stayed f(»r a most hapj)y wind, 
and now the hreath from your sweet, sweet lips, sliould 
set me going. Good Mistress Honeysuckle, good Mis- 
tress Wafer, good Mistress Tenterliook, 1 will pray for 
you, that neither ri\alhhip in loves, pureness of jiahit- 
iiig, or riding out of town, nor accpiainting each other 
with it, lie a cause your sweet beauties do fall put, and 
rail one upon anotlier. 

Mut. Wafer. Kail, sir ’ we do not use to rail. 

Mo7i. Why, mistnjfts, railing is your mother tongue, 
as well as lying. 

Mist. Ilomy. But do* you think we can fall out ? 

Mon. In troth, Ix'auties, as one R|>akc seriously, that 
there was no inheritance in the amity of princes, so 
think I of women; too often ^ interviews amongst 
* Frequent. 
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women, as amongst princes, breed envy oft to other's 
fortune ; tliere is only in the amity of women an estate 
for' will, and every puny knows that is no certain 
inheritance. 

Mist Wafer. You are merry, sir. 

M<nL So may I leave you, most fortunate gentle- 
woman. [Edt 

Molt Love shoots here. 

Mist, Wajer, Tenterhook, w'hat gentleman is that 
gone out j is he a man ? 

Mist. Honey, O God, and an excellent trumpeter. He 
came lately from the university, and loves city dames 
only for their victuals. Ho hath an excellent trick to 
keep lobsters and crabs sweet in summer, and calls it a 
device to prolong the days of shell-fish, for which I do 
suspect ho hath been clerk to some noldeman's kitchen. 
I have heard he never loves any wench till slie be as 
stale as Frenclimen cat their wild-fowl. 1 shall anger 
her.2 

Molt How stale, good Mistress Nimblewit. ? 

Mist, Honey, Wliy, as stale as a country hostess, an 
Exchange sempster,*^ or a court laundress. 

Moll, Ho is your cousin ; how your tongue runs ! 

Mist. Honey. Talk and make a noise, no matter to 
what piir])ose; 1 have learned that w^ith going to puritan 
lectures. I was yesterday at a banquet: will you 
discharge my ruffs of some wafers and how doth thy 
husband. Wafer? 

^ At will. ® (Aside ) 

^ Sempstresses used to have their shops at the Exchange. 
For the most part, their reputation was not immaculate. 

^ Prc^bly the sweet wafer cakes, which were known in 
those days, as we find Shakespeare (Henry V. act ii. gKX 3) 
alluding to them. Mistress Honeysuckle, in order to dis- 
charge ajeu dt moiH upon Mistress Waftr^ feigns as though 
some of these woftrs had got into her ruff. • • 
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Mist. Wafe)\ Faith, very well. 

Mist. Honey. He is just like a torch bearer to maskers ; 
he wears good clothes, and is ranked in good company, 
but he doth nothing : thou art fain to take all and pay 
all. 

Moll. The more happy she: would I could make 
such an ass of my husband too ! I hear say he breeds 
thy child in liisleeth, every year. 

Mtttf. IVafei'. In faith, he doth. 

Mist. Honey. By my troth, *tis pity but the fool 
should have the other two pains incident to the head. 

Mist. W afer What are they 'I 

Mist. Horwy. Why the head-ache and horn-ache. I 
heard say that ho would have had thoo nurse thy child 
thyself, too. 

Mist. Wafer. That he would, truly. 

Mist. Honey. vVliy, there's the policy of husbands to 
keep their wives in. I do assure you, if a woman of 
any markable face in the world give her child suck, look 
how many wrinkles be in the nipple of her breast, so 
many will be m her forehead, by that time twelve, 
month. But, sirrah,^ we are come to acquaint thee 
with an excellent secret ; we two learn to write. 

Moll. To write 1 

Mist. Honey, Yes, believe it, and we have the finest 
schoolmaster, a kind of Precisian, and yet an honest 
knave too. By my troth, if thou beest a good wench, 
let him teach thee : thou mayst send him of any errand, 
and trust him with any secret ; nay, to see how de- 
murely he will bear himself before our husband^ and 
how jocund when their backs aiejtumed ! 

^ Sirmh. In old {days this term is frequently applied to 


VOL L 
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MoU. For God’s love, let me see him. « 

Mid. Wafei\ To-morrow well send him to thee > 
then, sweet Tenterhook, we leave thee, wishing thou 
mayest have the fortune to change thy name often. 
Moll. How ! change ray name ? 

Mist Wajn. Ay, for thieves and widows love to 
shift many names, and make sweet use of it too. 

Moll. O, you are a wag, indeed ! Good Wafer, re- 
member my schoolmaster. Farewell, gocxl Honeysuckle. 
Mist. Honey. Farewell, Tenterhook. [Exeunt 

ACT II. — Scene i. 

Enter Boniface, an apprentice^ hrusMny his inaster^s 
cloak and cap (singmy), enter Master Honbysucrlb 
in his ni(jht<apy trussing hinisclf.^ 

Honey. 

ONIFACE, make an end of my cloak and 
cap. 

Bon. I have despatched ’em, sir ; both of 
them lie flat at your mercy. 

Hojiey. ’Fore God, methinks my joints are nimbler 
every morning since I came over than they were before. 
In France, when I rose, I w’as so stifij and so stark, I 
would ha’ sworn my legs had been wooden pegs ; a 
constable now-cho-sen^ kept not such a peripatetical gait; 
but now I’m as limber as an ancient® that has flourished 
in the rain, and as active as a Norfolk tumbler. 

Bon. You may see what change of pasture is able 
to dev 

^ TVuMifi^ himsdf. ^Tymg the laces, cx braces, Vhioh 
fastened up hia breeches. 

* Conjectorally, not yet well drilled. ® Flag, standaid* 
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^Hcney. It makes fat calves in Rumney Marsh, and 
lean knaves in London : therefore, Boniface, keep your 
ground. God's my pity, my forehead has more crumples 
than the hack part of a counsellor's gow, when another 
rides upon his neck at the bar. Boniface, take my 
helmet: give your mistress my night-cap. Are my 
antlers swoln so big, that my biggen^ pinches my brows I 
So, recjuest her to make my head-piece a little wider. 

Bon, How much wider, sir ? 

Honey, I can allow her almost an inch : go, tell het 
so, very near an iiicli. 

Ban, If she be a right citizen's wife, now her hus- 
band has given her an inch, she'll take an ell, or a yard 
at least. [Exit, 

Enter Signior the merchatiiy like a writing 

mechanical pedant. 

Honey, Master Pareto thesis * salve y salvCy domine, 

Jnst, Salve tu r/nogue , juhen te salvere plurimum, 

Haney No more plurimums, if you Jove mo ; Latin 
whole-meats arc now minced, and served in for English 
galUmawfries ; let us, therefore, cut out our uplandish 
neats’ tongues, and talk lil;^ regenerate Bn tons. 

Just. Your worship is welcome to England : I poured 
out orisons for your arrival. 

Homy. Thanks, good Master Parenthesis : and qm 
ncmeUes f what news flutters abroad ? do jackdaws dung 
the top of Paul’s steeple still 1 

Just, The more is the pity, if any daws do come into 
ihe temple, as 1-fear they do. # 


1 A nightcap, or any close fitting cap. 
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Honey, They say Charing-cross is fallen down sincSa 
I went to Rochelle : but that’s no such wonder ] ^twas 
old, and stood awry, as most part of the world can tell. 
And though it lack under-propping, yet, like great fel- 
lows at a wrestling, when their heels are once flying up, 
no man will save ’em ; down they fall, and there let 
them lie, though tliey were bigger than the guard 
Charing-cross was old, and old tilings must shrink, oa 
well as new northern cloth. 

Jmt, Your worship is in the right way, verily ; they 
must so; but a number of better things between West- 
minster-bridge and Temple-bar, both of a worshipful 
and honournble erection, are fallen to decay, and have 
sufiercd putrefaction, since Charing fell, that were not 
of lialf so long standing as the poor wry-necked 
monument. 

Honey, Who’s within there ? One of you call up 
your mistress I tell her here’s her writing schoolmaster. 
I had not thought, Master Parenthesis, you had been 
such an early stirrer. 

Juiif, Sir, your vulgar and fourpenny-penmen, that, 
like your London sempsters, keep o|)eii shop, and sell 
learning liy retail, may keep their beds and lie at their 
pleasui'c ; but we that edify in private and traffic by 
wholesale must be up with the lark, because, like country 
attornies, we are to shuttle up many matters in a fore- 
noon. Certes, Master Honeysuckle, I would sing Lata 
Deo^ so 1 may but please all those that come under my 
fingers ; for it is my duty and function, perdy,^ to ba 
fervent in my vocation. 

^ As we say now, “hig as a horse-guardsman.’* 

* A modification of Pardieu t 
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* Your hand : I ora glad our city has so good, 

so necessary, and so labcuious a member in it ; we lack 
painful and expert penmen amongst us. Master Par- 
enthesis, you teach many of our merchants, sir, do you 
not? 

Jmt Both wives, maids, and dauglitcrs ; and I thank 
Goil the verj' worst of tliem lie l^y very gtHnl men’s 
aides : I pick out a [>oor living amongst ’em, and 1 am 
thankful for it. 

Hoju^ij. Trust me I am not sorry : how long have 
you exercised this quality ? 

JtiHf, Come Michael-tMe next, this thirteen year. 

Honpi/. And how does my wife ],)rolit under you, sir? 
ho][>e you to do any good upon her? 

Jmf, \ra8ter Honeysuckle, I am in great hope she 
shall fnirtify : 1 will do my best, for my part ; I can 
do no more than anotlier man can. 

H(tnpy, Pray, sir, ply her, for slie is capable of any 
thing. 

Jmt, So far as my poor talent (nin stretch, it shall 
not be hidden from her. 

Honey. Does she hold her pen well yet ? 

Jiist, She leans soinewliat b)o hard upon her pen 
yet, sir, but practice and animadversion will break her 
from that. * 

Homy. Tlien she grubs her jieii? 

Ju»t. It*s but my pains to mend the neb again. 

Honey. And whereabouts is she now, Master Paren- 
^esis? She was talking of you this morning, and 
commending you in her bed, and told me she was past her 
letters. 

Jwd. Truly, sir, she took her letters very suddenly, 
and is now in her minims. 
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Honey, I would she were in her crotchets too, Masl^r 
Parenthesis : ha, ha ! I must talk merrily, sir. 

Jmi. Sir, so long as your mirtii be void of all 
squimlity,^ 't ih not unfit for yotir calling. I trust, ere 
few days bo at an eml, to have her fall to her joining, for 
she has her letters a/l unyuf^m , ijer A, her great B, and 
her great C, very right ; I), and E, delicate ; her double 
F of a good length, but that it straddles a little too 
wide , at the G, very cunning. 

lioupy. Her H is full, like mine ; a goodly big H. 

Jmi, But her double L is well ; her O of a reason- 
able size ; at her P and Q, neitlier merchant b daughter, 
alderman’s wife, young country gentlewoman, nor 
courtier’s mistress, can inatcli her. 

Ibmpy, And how liesr U ? 

Jmi, U, sir! .she fetclujs up U lK>st of all ; her sin- 
gle U she can fashion two or tliree ways, but her 
double IT is as 1 would wish it. 

Ibomj. And, faith, who takes it faster ; my wife or 
Mistress Tenterhook ? 

JuiJ, 0, your wife, by odds ; she’ll take more in one 
hour than I can fasten either uix)n Mistress Tenterhook, 
or Mistress Wafer, or Mistre-ss FlafKlragon, the brewer’s 
wife, in three. 

Eldar Juditu, Honbybucklb’s Wife. 

Honey, Do not thy cheeks bum, sweet cbuckaby^ 
for we are talking of thee t 

No goodness, I warrant ; you have few dti* 
zens speak well of their wives behind their backs : but 
to their faces they’ll cog worse and be more suppliant 


1 Sqnirri/iiy, a disfiguraneot of scurrility* 
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ttvn clients that sue in famia paper} How does my 
master Y troth, *I am a very truant: have you your 
ruler about you, master? for look you, I go clean 
awry. 

A small fault ; most of nty scholars do so. 
Look you, sir, ilo not you think your wife will mend T 
mark her dashes, and her strokes, and her breakings, 
and her liendings. 

Hmicy, Sim knows wluil I liave promised her if she 
do mend. Nay, by my fay,-^ Jude, this is well, if you 
would not fly out thus, but keep your lino. 

Judith. I shall in tunc, when my hand is in. Have 
you a new f>cu for me, master ? for, by my truly, my 
old one is stark naught, and will cast no ink. Whither 
are you going, lamb? 

Hifnefj, To the Custom-house, to the 'Change, to my 
wartihouse, to tlivers places. 

Judith. Cu<jd Cole,’’ tarry not past eleven, for you 
turn 1113' stomach tlicn from iny dinner. 

1 will make more hasU* homo tlian a sti[>en* 
diaiy Switzer does after lie’s paid. Faro you well, 
Master Parenthesis 

JiulUh. 1 am so troubled with the rheum too! 
Mouse, what's goixl for’t 1 

Honpy. How often have I told you you must get a 
patch ’ * I must hence. [^iU 

Judith. 1 think, when all’s done, 1 must follow his 

^ Mrs. Judith’s notion of fomut panperiR. ^ My faith, 

* Qnere, as Colt is an old word for cabbe^e, whether this en- 
dearment IB not analogous with the Pttit ukou of the French? 

* you muEt yet a patch. ] “ Eren as Hackt patches art womt^ 
9om» for pnde, some to day the Rhewme, and some to hide the 
scab,” &c. Jocibe Drumt EnUrtainmenL 1616. f Dyu. t 
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counsel, and take a patr:h ; I’d have had one long are 
this, hut for disfiguring my face : yet I liad noted that 
a mastic patch upon some women’s temples hath been 
the very rheum ^ of beauty. 

Jfw/. Is lie departed ? is old Nestor marched into 
Troy ? 

Jtulith, Yea, you mad Greek, the gentleman’s gone. 

Just. Wliy then clap up copy-books, down with pens, 
hang up ink-homa ; and now, my sweet Honeysuckle, 
see what golden-winged bee from Hybla flies liumming 
rrura thf/mo plena^, which he will empty in the hive 
of your bosom. 

Judith. From whom? 

Jmi. At the skirt of that sheet, in black work, is 
wrought his name; break not up^ the wildfowl till anon, 
and then feed upon him in private: there’s other irons 
i’ th’ lire, more sacks are coming to the mill. 0, you 
sweet temptations of the sons of Adam, I commend 
you, extol you, magnify you ’ \Yere I a poet, by 
HippfX'rene I swear (which was a certain well, where 
all the Muses watered), ami by Parnassus eke I swear, 
I would rhyme you to death with ]»raise8, for that you 
can be content to he with old men all night for their 
money, and walk to your gardens with young men i' 
th’ daytime for your pleasure. O you delicate damna- 
tions, you do but as I would do 1 Were I the properesti 
sweetest, plumpest, cherry-cheeked, coral-lipped woman 
in a kingdom, I would not dance after one man’s pipe. 

Judith, And why ? 

JusL Especially after an old man’s. 

^ If in a correct reading, perhaps in the sense of eccenUio 
£sqcv. 
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•Judith, And why, pray 1 

Ju»t, Especially after an old citizen^s. 

Judith. Still, and why t 

Just Marry, because the suburbs,^ and those without 
the bars,^ have more privilege than they within the 
freedom. Wliat need one woman dote upon one man, 
or one man be mad, like Orlando, for one woman ? 

Judith. Trotli, ’tis true, considering liow much flesh 
is in every shambles. 

Just. AAHiy should I long to eat of Iwiker'a bread only, 
when there’s so mu<‘h sifting, and bolting, and grinding 
ill evor}’^ comer of the city 1 Men and women are born, 
and come running into the world faster thiin coaches 
do into Ch(mp«ido upon Simon and Judo’s day ; and 
are eaten up by death faster than mutton and porri<lge 
in a term time. Who would pin their hearts to any 
sleeve ? This world is like a mint ; wo are no sooner 
cast into the fire, tnkiMi out again, hammered, stamped, 
and made current, but presently we are changed ; the 
new money, like a new drab, is catched at by iJutch, 
Spanish, Welch, French, Scotc.h, and English ; but the 
old crackeil King Harry groats are shoveled up, till, 
bruizing and battering, clipping and nudling, they 
smoke for 't. 

Judith. The world's an arrant nauglity pack 1 see, 
and is a very scurvy world. 

Just. Scurv}’ ! worse than the conscience of a broom- 
man, that carries out new ware and brings home old 
shoes. A naughty pack ! why, there's no minute, no 

^ The suburbs were more particularly noted for houses of 
ill'fme. 

^ The city bar'gates. 

’ Old Lord Mayor^s day. 
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thought of time passes, but some vfliany or other 
brewing. Why, even now, — now, at holding up of 
this finger, and Ix^forc the turning down of this, some 
are murdering, some lying with their maids, some pict 
ing of pockets, some cutting purses, some cheating, soma 
weighing out hrilies ; in this city, some wives are cuckold*^ 
ing some husbands ; in yonder village, some faiv 
mess are now grinding the jawlx)nes of the poor. 
Therefore, sweet vScliolar, sugared Mistress Honey8uc|de, 
take summer l>efore you, and lay hold of it ; why, even 
now, must you and I liatch an egg of iniquity. 

JxuJiih. Truth, master, I think thou wilt prove a very 
knave. 

JiLAt, It’s the fault of many that fight under this band.' 

Judith, 1 shall love a puritan’s face tlie worse whilst 
1 live, for that copy of thy countenance. 

JutfL We iu ‘0 all weatiiei'cocks, and must follow the 
wind of tlie present, fix)m the bias. 

Judtth, Change a bowl, then. 

Junt. I W'ill so ; and nu'w for a good cast : there’e 
the knight, sir Gosling Glowworm. 

Judith. He’s a knight made out of wax. 

He took up silks upon his bond, I confess ; nay 
more, he’s a knight in print ; but let his knighthood be 
of what stamp it will, from him come I, to entreat you, 
and Mistress Wafer, and Mistress Tenterhook, being 
both iny scholars, and your honest pew-fellows,* to 
meet him this afternoon at the Rhenish wine-house f 

^ The Puritan’s flat ooUar, which Justiniano, in his dis- 
guise, wore. 

* Pewfellow, a person who sat in the same pew at chnroli* 
Metaphorically, a companion. 
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th^ Stdllyard^ Captain Whirlpool will be there, young 
Linstock, the alderman’s son and lieir, there too. 
Will you steal forth, and taste of a Dutch bun, and a 
keg of sturgeon 1 

Judith, What excuse shall I coin now ? 

Ju»t Phew ! excuses ! You must to the Pawn to 
buy lawn to Saint Martin’s for lace to the Garden; 
to the Glass-house to your gossiji’s ; to the poul- 
ter’s else take out an old riifl* and go to j'our semp- 
ster’s — excuses ! why they are more ripe than medlars 
at Christinas. 

Judith, I’ll come ; the hour ? 

Jui^t, Two: the way through Paul’s , every wench 
take a pillar, there clap on your masks ; your men will 
1)8 behind you, and, before your ]>rayers l>e half done, 
be before you, a .d man you out at several doors. You’ll 
be there 1 

Judith, If 1 breathe. [Exit 

Jud, Farewell. So: now must 1 go set to’ther 

* Tlie Steelyard, in Upixjr Thames Street, whore a brick 

building, still called the Steelyard, denotes the site. Here 
the Hans Town Merchants were |>ermitied to sell Khenish 
wine by retail, and it was further ** lately famous for neats- 
tongues, — Bi-oi:st’s Olo$m(jraph\a, 

* Some noted dra|)er's shop, at the Exchange, having the 
Pawn or Peacock (Faon) for its sign. Mr. Pairholt, how- 
ever, seems to think it was some establishment for the sale 
of unredeemed pledges. 

^ St. Martin's, a collegiate church and sanctuary, on the 
site of the General Post OUice, where, after the dissolution of 
religious houses, a kind of alsatta was established, which 
became noted, among other things, for the sale of foreig]| 
gooda— CuNxiNUHAM's Hwid of London. 

^ In Omtehed Friars, where a manufactory of V enetian glass 
was established by James V'erselyn — Veroellini, asStirpecalla 
him, or Jacob Venalini, as Stow calls him — 15^. — T. C. 

* Pooller's, L e. poulterer’a 
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wencheB the »clf-same copy : a rare schoolmaster, 4or 
all kinds of hands, I. O, what strange curses are 
poured down witli one blessing ! Do all tread on the 
hceH Have all the art to hoodwink wise men thus! 
and, like those builders of Babers tower, to speak un- 
known ttmgues, of all, save by their husbands, under- 
stood 1 

Well, if, as ivy Mwint the elm does twine. 

All wives love clipping, there’s no fault in mine. 

]^ut if the world lay speechless, even the de>ad 
Would rise, and thus cry out from yawning graves : 
Women make men, or fools, or beasts, or slaves. [Exit. 

Scene II. 

Enter Eaul arul Mistubss Birdumk. 

Kart, Her answer! talk in music ’ will she come? 

Bir(t. ( ), my sides ache in my loins, in my liones ’ I 
Im’ more need 4>f a jiosset of sack, ami lie in ray bed 
and sweat, than to bilk in music. No honest woman 
would run hurrying up and down thus, and undo her- 
self for a man of honour, ivithout reason. I am so 
lame, every foot that I set to the ground went to my 
heart ; 1 thought I had been at mum-chance,^ my 
bones rattled so with jaunting : had it not been for a 
friend in a corner [TakeH aqua-mt(v\^ I had kicked up 
my lioels. 

Eart. Minister comfort to me — will she come 1 

Bird, All the castles of comfort that I can put you 
into IS this, that the jealous vittol her husband, came^ 
like a mad ox, bellowing in whilst I was there. O, I 
lia| lost my sweet breath with trotting 1 

' A sort of game played with dice or carda.->NABi8. 
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EarL Death to iny heart! her husliand! What 
saith he 1 

Bird, The frieze-jerkiii rascal out with his purse, 
and called me plain hawd to my face. 

EarL Alllictiou to mo ! then thou spak'at not to 
her? 

Bircf, 1 spako to her, as clients do to lawyers with- 
out luouey, to no purpose; Imt I'll speak ^ith him, 
and hamper him Loo, if e\er he full into my clutches. 
Ill make the yellow-lmmmer ^ lier Imshund know, (for 
all hes an Itiilian) tliat there’s a diirererico lietween a 
cogging** liawd and au honest motherly gentlewoman. 
Now, what cold wlietstoncs lie over your stomacher? 
will you have some of my wjua 7 Why, my lord ! 

EarL Thou hast killed me with thy words. 

Bird, 1 see bfisliful lovers, and young liullocks, are 
knocked down at a blow. Come, come, drink this 
draught of cinnamon-water, and pluck up your spirits , 
up with 'cm, up with cm. Do you hear? the whiting 
mop’* lias nibbled. 

EarL Hii ! 

Bird, 0, 1 thought 1 should fetch you ; you can haf 
at that : III make you hem ! anon. As I’m a sinner, 1 
think youll find the sweetest, sweetest bedfellow of 
her. O, she looks so sugaredly, so simiMiringly, so gin- 
gerly, so amorously, so amiably ! Such a red lip, such 
a white forehead, such a black eye, such a full cheek,, 
and such a goodly little nose, now she’s in that French 
gown, Scotch falls, Scotch bum, and Italian head-tire 


* The jealous bird. ■ Lying, cheating. 

’ Young whiting — metaphorically, a nice, fair girL 
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you sent her, and is such an enticing she-witch, carfy- 
ing the charms of your jewels about her ! 0 ! 

Earl Did she receive them ? — speak — here’s golden 
keys 

T’ unlock thy lips — did she vouchsafe to take them ? 

liv'd. Did she vouchsafe to take them? there’s a 
question ! You shall find she did vouchsafe. The 
troth is, my lord, I got her to my house, there she put 
off her own clothes, my lord, and put on your’s, my 
lord ; provided her a coach ; searched the middle aisle 
in Paul’s,^ and, with three Elizabeth twelve-pences 
pressed three knaves, my lord, hired three liveries in 
Long-lane, 2 to man her : for all which, so God mend 
me, I’m to pay this night before sunset. 

Earl This shower** shall fill them all : rain in their 
laps, 

Wliat golden drops thou wilt 

Bml Alas, my lord, I do but receive it with one 
hand, to pay it away with another ! I’m but your 
baily.4 

Earl Where is slie ? 

Bird. In the green velvet chamber : the poor sinful 
creature pants like a pigeon under the hands of a hawk, 
therefore use her like a woman, my lord; use her hon- 
estly, my lord, for, alas, she’s but a novice, and a very 
green thing ! 

Earl, Farewell : I’ll in unto her. 

^ The body of old St FSauri Church was a constant place of 
resort for business and amusement ; advertisements were fixed 
up there, bargains made, servants hired, politics discussed, 
Ac. Ac. 

* Long'lane, in Aldermte Street, was largely ooenpied 
by dealers in second-hand clothes. 

^ Giving her gold. * BaUiff, factor, (^[ent 
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•Bird, Fie uiK)n *t, that were not for your honour ; 
you know gentlewomen used to come to lords’ chambers, 
and not lords to the gentlewomen’s : I’d not have her think 
you are such, a rank' rider. Walk you here; I’ll 
beckon ; you shall see I’ll fetch her with a wet finger 1 * 

Earl. Do so. 

Bird. {list* wliy, sweetheart, Mistress Justiniano! 
why, pretty soul, tread softly, and come into this room; 
here Iw rushes,'* you need not fear the ci'eaking of your 
cork shoes. 


Eiitry M1STIIE88 Justiniano. 

So, well said; there’s his honour. I have buaincBS, my 
lord: verily now the marks are set up. I’ll get me 
twelve score off and give aim.'* [Ejcit 

Earl. Y’ are welcome, sweet, y’ are welcome : bless 
my hand 

With the soft touch of your’s. Can you ])o cruel 
To one so prostrate to you ? even my Iicnrt, 

My happiness, and state lie at your feet. 

My hopes me flatter’d that the field was won, 

That you had yielded, (though you concpier me,) 

And that all marble scales that barr’d your eyes 
From throwing light on mine, were quite ta’en ofif 
By the cunning woman’s hand that w^orka for me : 
Why, therefore, do you wound me now with frowns 1 

* Raw, inexperienced. ^ i. e. easily, readily. 

^ Rooms at that period, were covered with rushes, by way 
of carpets. 

* To give aim was to stand within a convenient distance 
from the butts, to inform tJie archers how near their arrows 
fell to the mark.— Nares. 
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Why do you fly me 1 Do not exercise 
The art of woman on me , I’m already 
Your captive, sweet : are these your hate, or fears ? 
Mist Just I wonder lust can liang at such white hairs, 
Earl. You give my love ill names ; it is not lust ; 
Law'leas desires well temper’d may seem just 
A thousand mornings, with tlie early sun. 

Mine eyes have from your windows watch’d to steal 
Brightness from those : as oft upon the days 
That consecrated to devotion are, 

Within the holy temple have I stood disguis’d, 

Waiting your presence ; and when your hands 
Went up towards heaven to draw some blessing down^ 
Mine, as if all my nerves by yours did move, 

Begg’d in <luiub signs some pity for my love : 

And thus being feasted only with your sight, 

I wont more pleased than sick men with fresh health, 
Rich men wuth honour, l>eggars do with wealth. 

Mifii. Jiist, Part^ now so pleas’d, for now you more 
enjoy me. 

Earl. O you do wish me physic to destroy me ! 

Mist. Just. 1 have already leaped beyond the bounds 
of modesty, 

In piecing out my wings with bonow’d feathers: 

But you sent a sorceress so perfect in her trade, tliat 
did so lively 

Breathe forth your passionate accents, and could draw 
A lover languishing so piercingly, 

That her charms wrought upon me, and in pity 
Of your sick heart which she did counterfeit. 


^ Part from me. 
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^0, she’s a subtle beldame !) see I cloth’d 
limbs, thus player-like, in rich attires, 

Jfot fitting mine estate, and am come forth, 

But why 1 know not. 

Earl. Will you love me ? 

Mimt. J mt. Y es ; 

If you can clear me of a debt that’s due 
But to one man, I’ll pay my heart to you. 

Earl. Wlio’s that ? 

Mii4. Just. My husband. 

Earl. Umph. 

Mist. Jmt. The sum’s so great, 

I know a kingdom cannot answer it ; 

And therefore 1 lieseech you, good my lord, 

To take this gilding off, which is your own, 

And henceforth cease to throw out golden hooks, 

To choke mine honour : though iny husband’s poor, 
I’ll rather beg for him that be your whore. 

Earl. 'Gainst lieauty you plot treason, if you suffer 
Tears to do violence to so fair a clieek. 

That face was ne’er made to look pale with want. 
Dwell here, and be the sovereign of my fortunes : 
Thus shall you go attir’d. 

Mut. Just, ’Till lust l>e tir’d. 

I must take leave, my lord. 

Earl. Sweet creature, stay. 

My coffers shall be yoiir’s, my servants your’s, 

Myself will he your servant ; and I swear 
By that which 1 hold dear in you, your beauty, 

(And which I’ll not profane) you shall live here 
As free from base wrong as you are from blackness^ 
So you will deign but let me enjoy your sight ; 

VOL. h H 
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Answer me, will you ? 

Mist. Just. I will think upon ’t. 

Earl. Unless you shall perceive that all my thoughts 
And all my actions be to you devoted, 

And that I very justly earn your love, 

Let me not taste it. 

Mid. Just. I will think upoii^t. 

Earl. But when you find my merits of full weight. 
Will you accept their worth 1 
Mist. Just, ni think upun’t. 
rd speak with the old woman. 

Earl. She shall come. 

Joys that are horn unlookM for, are horn dumb. \E:nt. 

Mist. Just. Poverty, thou bane of chastity, 

Poison of lieauty, broker pf maidenheads ! 

I see when force nor wit can scale the hold, 

Wealth must ; she’ll ne’er be won that defies gold : 

But lives there such a creature 1 0, ’tis rare 
To find a woman chaste that’s poor and fair ! 

Enter Birdlime. 

Bird. Now, lamb, has not hi.s honour dealt like on 
lionest nobleman with you ? I can tell you, you shall 
not find him a templar, nor one of these cogging Cath- 
arinc-pear-coloured^ hoards, that by their good wills 
would have no pretty woman ’scape them. 

Mist Just. Thou art a very bawd, thou art a devil 
Cast in a reverend shape ! thou stale damnation, 

Wliy hast thou me entic’d from mine own paradise, 

To steal fruit in a barren wilderness 1 

^ i e. red. It was the fashion with the mllants In our 
author’s time to colour their beards, and nd was a 
favourite tint. 
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•Bil'd. Bawd, and devil, and stale damnation! will 
women's tongues, like baker's legs, never go straight ! 

Mist, Jmt Had thy Circaean magic me transform'd 
Into that sensual shape for which thou conjiir’st, 

And that I were turn'd common venturer, 

I could not love this old man. 

Bird. This old man, umph ^ this old man ! d(v his 
hoary hairs stick in your stomach ? yet, methinks, his 
silver hairs should move you : they may serve to make 
you bodkins. Docs his age grieve you ? Fool ! is not 
old wine wholesomcst, old pippins toothsomest, f)ld wood 
bum brightest, old linen wash whitest ? old soldiers, 
sweetheart, are surest, and old lovers are soundest : I 
ha* tried l>oth. 

Mist. Jmt. So will not I. 

Bird. You d have some young perfumed beardless 
gallant board you, that spits all his brains out at's 
tongue's end, would you not ? 

Mist. xTust. No, none at all ; not any. 

Bii'd. None at all ! what do you make here then? 
why are you a burthen to the world's conscience, and 
an eye-sore to well-gi ven men ? I dare j>awn my gown, 
and all the beds in my house, and all the gettings in 
Michaelmas term next, to a tavern token, ^ tlmt thou 
shalt never be an innocent. 

Mist. Jtiet. Who are so ? 

Bird. Fools : why, then, are you so precise ? Your 
husband’s down the wind ; and will you, like a hag- 
gler's^ arrow, be down the weather ? strike whilst the 

1 Tokens^ small coins struck by private individuals to pose 
lor a farthing. 

* Hofffflerj an upper farm-servant — H aluwsll. 



100 


WESTWARD HOE. 


[act If. 

iron is hot. A Avomaii, when there be roses on hsr 
cheeks, cherries on lier lips, civet in her breath, ivory 
in her teeth, lilies in her hand, and liquorice in her 
heart, why, she’s like a play ; if new, very good com- 
pany, very gocKl company ; but if stale, like old Jer- 
onimo, go by, go by therefore, as 1 said before, strike. 
Besides, you must tliink that the commoility of beauty 
was not made to lie dead upon any young woman's 
hands ; if your husband have given up his cloak, let 
another take measure of you in his jerkin : for as tha 
cobbler in the night time walks witli his lanthorn, the 
merchant and the lawyer with his link, and the courtier 
with his torch, so every lip has his lettuce to himself;* 
the lob'^ has his liuss, the collier his dowdy, the western- 
man his pug, the serving-man his punk, the student his 
nun in Wliite-Friars, the puritan his sister, and the 
lord his lady ; wdiich worshipful vocation may fall upon 
you, if you’ll but strike whilst the iron is hot. 

Mist. Just. Witch, thus I break thy spells : were I 
kept brave 

On a king’s cost, I am but a king’s slave. [Exit 

Bint. 1 see, that as Frenchmen love to bo bold, Fle- 
mings to be drunk, Welchmen to be called Britons, and 
Iiishiuen to be costermongers ; so cockneys, especially 
she cockneys, love not aqua-vitae when 'tis gooil for 
them. 

' All expression, ni«ule almost proverbial by the ridicule 
of contemporary writers, m Kyds Spanish Tragedy, where 
the words are spoken by Jerouymo to himself. Finding his 
application to the king improper at the moment, he says, 
** Hieronymo, beware ; go go fey.*'— Nares. 

^ * Like lips iikt Uttnee,' says the proverb. 

* Xo6. a country fellow. 

* Fine, sumptuous. 
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• Enter Monopoly. 

Mon, Saw you niy uncle ? 

Bird, I saw him even now going the way of all 
flesh, that’s to say, towards the kitchen. Here’s a 
letter to your worship from the party. 

Mon. What party ? 

Bird, Tlie Tenterhook, your wanton. 

Mon, From lier ! feugh ! pray thee, stretch me no 
more upon your tenterhook ; pox on her, are there no 
’pothecaries i’ th’ town to send her physic bills to, but 
me ? She’s not troubled with the green sickness stiU, 
is she? 

Bird, The yellow jaundic4>, as the doctor tells me. 
Troth, she’s as good a peat ! ^ she is fallen away so 
that she’s n^‘thing but baixi skin and l)one ; for the 
turtle so mourns for you. 

Mo7i, In black? 

Bird, In black ! you shall find both black and blue, 
if you look under her eyes. 

Mon, Well, sing over her ditty when I’m in tune. 

Bird, Nay, but will you send her a box of Mithri- 
datum and dmgon >vater; I mean some restorative 
words ? Good MasUn- Monopoly, you knovv how wel- 
come y* are to tlie city, and will you, Master Monopoly, 
keep out of the city ? I know you cannot; would you 
saw how the jK>or gentlewoman lies ! 

Mon, Why, how lies she ? 

Bird, Troth, as the way lies over Gads-hill,* very 
dangerous : you would pity a woman’s case, if you saw 
her. Write to her some treatise of pacification. 

1 A delicate young thing. ^ Then much infest^ by foot* 
pods.^ 
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Mon. I’ll write to her to-morrow. ’ 

Bird. To-morrow ! shell not sleep, then, but turn- 
ble : an* if slie might have it to-night, it. would better 
please her. 

Mon. Perhaps 111 do*t to-iiight ; farewell. 

Bird. If 3 ’ou do’t to-night, it would better please 
her than to-morrow. 

Mon. God so, do’st hear ? I'm to sup this night at 
the Lion, in Shoreditch, with certain gallants : canst 
thou not draw forth some delicate face, that I ha* not 
seen, and bring it thither? wut^ thou ? 

Bird. All the painters in London sliall not fit for 
colour as 1 can : but we shall have some swaggering ? 

Mmi. All as civil, by this light, as lawyers. 

Bird. But I tell 3^011 she*s not so common as lawyers, 
that I mean to betray to your table ; for, as Pm a sin- 
ner, she*s a knight's cousin, a Yorkshire gentlewoman, 
and only speaks a little broad, but of yery good car- 
riage. 

Mon. Na 3 ’', that's no matter, we can speak as broad 
as she ; but wut bring her ? 

Bird. You shall call her cousin, do you see ? two 
men shall wait upon her, and 1*11 come in by chance ; 
but shall not the party be there ? 

Mon. Which juirty ? 

Bird. The writer of that simple hand. 

Man. Not for as many angels as there be letters iir 
her paper : speak not of me to her, nor our meeting, if 
you love me, Wut come 1 

Bird. Mum, I’ll come, 

Mon. Farewell. 


' wut thou? 
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^Bird. Good Master Monopoly, I hope to see you on© 
day a man of great credit 

Mm. If I be, I'll build chimneys with tobacco, but 
111 smoke some : and b<‘ sure. Birdlime,’ 111 stick wool 
upon thy back. 

Bird. Tlianks, sir, I know you will ; for all the kin- 
dred of tlie I^Ionopolics are held to be great fleecers. 

[ExmnU 

ScKN’E JIT .^ — Af ihfi Steelyard. 

Enter Sir Goslino, Linstook, Whirlpool, and the 

three CUheiiK ' Wive ^^ inaaked , Judith, Mabel, 

and Moll. 

Sir Gofi. So, draw those curtains, and let^s see the 
pictures under 'em. 

Lin. Welcome to the Stilliard, fair ladies. 

All Three Ijadies. Thanks, good Master LinstocL 

Whirl. Hans, some wine, Hans. 

Enter Hanh, with cloth and buns. 

Halts. Yaw, Yaw, you sail hebljeii it, niester; old 
vine, or new vine ? 

Sir Gos. Speak, women. 

Judith. New wine, good Sir Go.sling : wine in the 
must, good Dutchman, for must is Ik* d for us women. 

Hans. New vine ’ veil, two pots of new vine ! 

[Eseit Hem* 

Judith, An honest butterlx>x ; ^ for if it be old, 
there’s none of it comes into my belly. 

^ The scene is not marked in the original play, bat ia 
obvious from the whole context. 

. * A cant term for a Dutchman. 



104 WESTWARD HOE, [act ii, 

Mabel, Why, Tenterhook, praytliee, let s dance fns- 
kin, and be merry. 

lAn, Thou art so tmulded with Monopolies ; they so 
hang at thy he«art-strings. 

Moll, Pox a* my lieart, then. 

Enter Hans, icWi wine, 

Judith, Ay, and mine, too : if any courtier of them 
all set up his gallows there, wench, use him as thou 
dost thy pan tables,^ scorn to let him kiss thy heel, for 
he feeds thee with nothing but court holy bread, good 
words, and cares not for thee. Sir Gosling, will you 
taste a Dutch what’s you call ’em 1 

Mabel, Here, Master Linstock, half mine is yours. 
Hun, bun, bun, bun. 

Enter Justiniano, disguised as Parenthesis. 

Jtist, Wliich room? where are they ? wo, ho, ho, ho, 
80, ho, boys ! 

Str Gos, ’Sfoot, who’s that ? lock our room. 

Just, Not till I am in ; and then lock out the devil, 
thougli he come in the shape of a puritan. 

Three Ladies, Schoolmaster, welcome ! welcome in* 
troth. 

Jmt Who would not be scratched with the briars 
and brambles to have such burs sticking on his 
breeches ? Save you, gentlemen ; 0 noble knight ! 

Sir Gos, More wine, Hans. 

> PafUdblta, slippers without heels. The French pantouJUs* 



WESTWARD HOK 


105 


8a in.1 

y^ust. Am not I, gentlemen, a ferret of the right hair, 
that can make three conies bolt at a clap into your pur- 
fieneta? Ha, little do their three husliarulK dream what 
copies I lim setting their wives now : were’t not a rare 
jest, if they should come sneaking upon us, like a hor- 
riUe noise' of fiddlers? 

Judith. Troth, Fd not rare; let 'em come; I'd tell 
’em weM ha’ none of their dull music. 

MaheL Here, Mistress Tenterhook. 

MolL Thanks, good Mistress Wafer. 

Just. Who's there? pee[»ers, intelligencers, eaves- 
<lropper8 ! 

Chnnes. Uds foot, throw a pot at's head ’ 

Jtist. 0 Lord ’ O gentlemen, knight, ladies that may 
be, citizens’ wives that are, shift for yourselves, for a 
pair of your husbands’ hearls are knocking together 
with Hans’s, and eiupuring for you. 

Omnes. Keep the door locked. 

Jiulilh. 0, ay, do, do ; and Jet Sir Gosling (because 
he hiis been in the Low Countries) swear Goiz Sacror 
raenty and drive ’em away with broken Dutch. 

Just. Here’s a wench has .simple sparks in her ; she’s 
my pupil, gallants. Good God ! I see a many's not sure 
that his wife is in the chamber, thougii his owm fingers 
hung on the jmdlock : trajMloors, false drabs, and spring 
locks, may cozen a covey of constables. How the silly 
husbands might here ha’ been gulled with Flemish 
money ! Come, drink up Bhine, Thames, and Meander 
dry ; there’s noliody. 

Mist Honey. Ah, thou ungodly master ! 


^ A set or company. 
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Jusi. I (lid but make a false fire, to try your valoar, 
because you cried let *eiii come. By this glass of 
woman’s wine, I would not ha’ seen their spirits walk 
here, to be du)d>ed deputy of a wai*d, I , they would ha' 
chronicled me for a fox in a lambs’ skin. But come, 
is this merry midsummer night agreed upon; when 
shall it l>cl where shall it be I 

Lm. Why, faith, to-morrow at night. 

Whirl. We’ll take a coach and rule to Hum, or sa 

Moll. O, lie upon ’t, a coach ! I cannot abide to be 
jolted. 

Mabel. Yet most of yoiii citizens' wives love jolting. 

Sir Oos. What say you to Blackwall, or l^imehouse ? 

Judith. Eveiy room there smells too much of tar, 

Lirt, Let’s to mine host Dogbolt’s, at Brainford,^ 
then; tli(u*e >ou arti out of ey('s, out of ears; private 
roonivS, sweet linen, winking attendance, and what cheer 
you will. 

Omuea. Content, to Brainford. 

Mabel. Ay, ay, let's go by water, for, Sir Gosling, I 
have heard you say you love to go by water. 

Judith. But, wenches, with what pullies shall we 
slide with some cleanly excuse, out of our husbands' 
suspicion ; l>eing gone westward for smelts*^ all night t 

Just. That's the block now wo all stumble at ; wind 
up tliat string' well, and all the consort V in tune. 

Judith. Why then, good man scrai>er, 'tis wound up; 
I have it Sirrah Wafer, thy child's at nurse ; if you 

* Brentford. 

* Sntelt^f was used in our old writers, metaphorically, for 
a gyll or simple person. The phrase icetiward for meUa^ 
hM relation to such small wits. 

’ Cbnsoft'a "An old form of concert. 
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that are the men could provide some >vise ass that 

could keep his countenance 

Just. Nay, if he l>e an ass, lie will keep his count- 
enance. 

Judith. Ay, but 1 mean, one that could set out his 
tale with audacity and say that the child wore sick, and 
ne’er stagger at it : that hist should serve all our feet. 

But where will that wise ass l>e found now 1 
Just. 1 see I’m horn still to draw dun out n tli’ niire^ 
for you ; that wise ]>ea8t will I })e. I’ll be that ass 
that shall gi'oan under the burden of that abominable 
lie : heaven pardon me, and pray God tlie infant bo not 
punished for’t. Let me see : I’ll ]>roak out in some 
filthy shape like a thrasher, or a thatchor, or a sow- 
gelder, or something : and speak dreainingly, and swear 
how the child pukes, and eats nothing (as perhaps it 
does not) and lies at the mercy of God (as all children 
and old folks do), and then, scholar Wafer, play you 
your part. 

Mah'^L Fear not me, for a veney® or two. 

Just. Where will you meet i’ th’ morning ? 

» Sir Gos. At some taveni near the water-side that’s 
private. 

' “ Dun is in the mire is a Christmas gamlx)!, at which I 
have often played. A lo^ of wootl is brought into the midst 
of the room : this is iJun (tlie cart-horHSj, an<l a cry is 
raised, that he is slnck ta the mire. Two of the comfiany 
advance, either with or without ropes, to draw him oat. 
After repeated attempts, they find themselves unable Ui do 
it, and call for more assistance. The game continues till all 
the company take part in it, when Dun is extricated of 
coarse; and the memment arises from the awkward and 
sifiected efforts of the rustics to lift the log, and from sundry 
af^ eoiitrivaiices to let the ends of it fall on one anoth^a 
toes.*' — Gifford, Note an Ben Janson'e Works, vol. vii. p, 

* ysftue, veneju, vcaf* ^nets, French. An assault, attack, 
tliirast,^ti fencing, cudgels, or the like. — N arks. 
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Jmt. Tlie Greyhound, the Greyhound in Blackfriiirs, 
an excellent rendezvous. 

Lin, Content, the Greyhound, by eight. 

Jmt, And tlien you may whip forth, two first, and 
two next on a sudden, and take boat at Bridewell-dock 
most privately. 

ihmm. Be’t so : a good place. 

Jmt. I'll go make ready my rustical properties.^ 
Let me see, scholar, hie you home, for your cliild shall 
Im) sick within this half hour. 

Enfet^ Birdlime. 

Judith, ’Tin tlie ujirightcst dealing man — God's my 
pity, who’s yonder 1 

Bird, I’m Ivdd to j)reHa myself under the colours of 
your comjiany, hearing that gentlewoman was in the 
room. A word, mistress. 

MoU, How now, what says he ? 

Sir Goa, Zounds, what’s she 1 a bawd, by' th' Lord, 
is’t not? 

MaheJ, Js'^o, indeed, Sir Gosling, she’s a verj’^ honest 
woman, and a midwife. 

Mod, At the Lion in Shoreditch? and would he 
not read it ? not write to me ? I'll poison his supper. 

Bird, But no wonls that 1 bewrayed him. 

Moll. Gentlemen,. I must t>e gone ; I cannot stay, in 
faith : ^lardon me ; I’ll meet to-morrow ; come, nurse ; 
cannot tarry by this element 

Sir Goa, Mother, you grannam, drink ere you go. 

Bird, 1 am going to a woman’s labour, indeed, sir, 
cannot stay. [Exeunt Mutreea Tenterhook and Btrdlime 

^ i. e. His disguise as a countryman. 
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Mabd. I hold luy life the blackbird her husband 
whistles for her, 

Judith. A reckoning. Break one, break all.' 

Sxr Gos. Here, Hans. Draw not I’ll draw for all, 
as I’m true knight. 

Judith, Let him : amongst women this does stand 
for law, 

Tlie worthiest man, though ho be fcK)], must draw. 

[Kjceunt 


ACT III.— Scene 1. 

Enter Mastkk TBNTKuriooK axut hu Wtfr. 
Tmitrhooh 

HAT book is that, sweetheart ? 

Moll. Why, the book of bonds that are 
due to you. 

Ten. Come, what do you with it? why do you 
trouble yourself to take care about my business ? 

Moll. Why, sir, doth not that which concerns you, 
concern hm! ? You told me Monopoly had discharged 
his bond ; 1 find l)y the iKKik of accounts here, that it 
is not cancelled. Ere I would suffer such a cheating 
conuxiiiion Uj laugli at me, I’d see him hanged, I. Good 
sweetheart, as ever you lo\ed me, as ever my licd was 
pleasing to you, arrest the knave ; were never be- 
holding to him for a pin, but for eating up our victuals ; 
good mouse, enter an action against him 

' i, c. Call for the reckoning ; if one goes, let all go, 

* Your purse<8tnngs. 
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Ten, In troth, love, I may do the gentleman mttch 
discredit, and l^esides it may be other actions may fall 
very lieavy upon him. 

MolL Hang him ! to see the dishonesty of the knave ! 

Ten. 0 wife, good words : a courtier, a gentleman ! 

Moll. Why may not a gentleman be a knave 1 that 
were strange, in faith ; but, as I was a saying, to see 
the dislionesty of him, that would never come since he 
received the money, to visit us, you know ! Master 
Tontcrliook, he hath hung long upon you : Master Ten- 
terliook, as I am virtuous, you shall arrest him. 

Tm. Wliy, 1 know not when he will come to town. 

Moll. IIe\s in town ; this night he sups at the Lion 
ill Shoreditch : good husband, enter your action, and 
make haste to the Lion presently. There^s an lionest 
fellow. Sergeant Ambush, will do it in a trice ; he never 
ualutes a man in courtesy, but he catches him as if ho 
would arrest him. Good heart, let Sergeant Ambush 
lie in wait for him. 

Ten. Well, at thy entreaty, I will do it. Give me 
my cloak there. Buy a link and meet me at the 
Counter in Wood-street ; buss me, Moll. 

Moll. Why now you love me : 111 go to' bed, sweet- 
lieart. 

Te7L Do not sleep till I come, Moll. 

Moll. No, lamb. [Emt Tentei'hook.] Baa, sheep ! 
If a ^voman will be free in this intricate labyrinth of a 
husliand, let her marry a man of melancholy com- 
plexion ; she shall not be much troubled with him* 
By my sooth, my husband bath a hand as dry as his 
brains, and a breath as strong as six common gardens* 
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my husband is gone to arrest Monopoly : I have 
dealt with a sergeant privately, to entreat' him, pre- 
tending that he is my aunt’s sou : hy this means shall 
I see my young gallant that in this has played his ^Mirt. 
When they owe money in the city once, they deal with 
tlieir lnwyei*s by attorney, follow the court though the 
court do them not the grace to allow them their diet. 
O, the wit of a woman when she is put to tlie pinch ! 

[Exit, 

Scene II . — Outside the Lion Inn, in Shoreditch, 

Enter Master TKvrERiiooK, Skkoban’t Ambush, and 
Ye<»\ian Glut err. 

2'pn. Come, Sergeant Amhush, come, Yeoman Clutch, 
yon’s the tavern; the gentlemen will come out pre- 
sently: thou an resolute 1 

Amh, Who, T 'I I carry lire and sword that fight for 
me, here an<i here. I know most of the knaves aliout 
London, and most of the thieves too, I thank Cod and 
good intelligence. 

Teti. I womler thou dost not turn lin^ker, then. 

Amb, Phew ’ I have been a broker already ; for I 
was first a puritan, then a Iwniqucrout,- then a broker, 
then a fencer, and then sergeant : wore not tfiese trader 
would make a man honest 1 Peace, Uie door opes ; 
wheel about, Yeoman Clutch. 

Enter Whielpooi^, Linstock, and Monopoly, unbraced,^ 

Man, An’ e’er I come to sup in this tavern again 1 
there’s no more attendance than in a jail ; an’ there had 

^ To treat him well. ^ Bankrupt. 

* With their attire loosened. 
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been a punk or two in the company, then we 8hoj4<l 
not have been rid of the drawers. Now, were I in an 
excellent humour to go to a vaulting-house,^ 1 would 
break down all their glass windows, hew in pieces all 
their joint-stools, tear their silk petticoats, ruffle their 
periwigs, and spoil their painting, — O the GckIs, what I 
could do ! I c<mld undergo fifteen bawds, by this dark- 
neas : or, if 1 could meet one of these varlets that wear 
Pannier-alley on their backs, sergeants, I would make 
thorn scud so fust from me, that they should think it a 
shorter way between this and Ludgat<i, than a con- 
demned cutpurse thinks it l^etween Newgate and 
Tyburn. 

Lin. You are for no action to-night. 

inxvl No, ril to bed. 

Mim. Anfiiot 1 drunk now 1 Implmiur veteris bacchif 
pi'nyuisqtie tobacco. 

JFhiri Faith, we are all heated. 

Mon. Captain Whirlpool, when will come to 
court and dine with mo ^ 

JFhirL One of these days, F rank ; but I’ll get me two 
gauntlets for fear I lose my fingers in the dishes : there 
be excellent sha\ ers, I hear, in the most of your under 
offices. I protest I have often come thither, sat down, 
drawn my knife, and ere 1 could say grace, all the meat 
hath been gone : 1 have risen and departed thcuce as 
hungry as ever came country attorney from Westminster. 
Good-night, honest Frank ; do not swagger with the 
watch, Frank. [Extwd inUrlpool and Linstock. 

Ten. So, now they are gone, you may take him. 

Amb. Sir, I arrest you. 

^ i.e. a bouse of ill reputation. 
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ifotu Arrest me ! at whose suit, you varlets ? 

Clutch. At Master Tenterhook’s. 

Mon. Why, you varlets, dare you arrest one of the 
court ? 

Amh. Come, will you be quiet, sir ? 

Man. Pray thee, good yeoman, call the gentlemen 
back again. There’s a gentleman hath carried a hun- 
dred pound of mine home with him to liis lodging, 
because I dare not carry it over tlie liclds : I’ll discharge 
it presently. 

Awh. That’s a trick, sir ; you would procure a rescue, 

Mtm. Oatchpole, do you sec ? I will have the hair 
of your head and l)eard shaved off for tliis, and e’er 1 
catch you at Gray’s Inn, }>y this light, la. 

Amh. Come, will you march 1 ^ 

Mm. Are your sergeants Christians ? Sirrah, thou 
lookest like a good pitiful rascal, and thou art a tall 
man too, it seems ; thou hast backed many a man in 
thy time, I warrant. 

Amh. I have bad many a man by the Iwick, sir. 

Mm. Well said, in troth, I love your quality ; ’las, 
^tis nee<lful every man should come hy his own. But, 

» as God mend me, gentlemen, 1 have not f>nc cross about 
me, only you two.^ Might not you let a gentleman 
pass out of your hands, and say you saw him nott i» 
there not such a kind of mercy in you now and then, 
iny masters ? As I live, if you come to my lodging to- 
morrow morning, I’ll give you five brace of angels. 
Good yeoman, persucule your graduate here. I know 

^ OroM meant both a piece of money, from the cross tm- 
piesaed on it, and also a misfortune or disappoiatment & 
heDoe Monopoly’s quibble. 

you !.• I 
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some of you to be honest faithful drunkaids ; respec^a 
poor gentleman in my case. 

Ten. Come, it will not serve your turn. Officers, 
look to him upon your peril. 

Mon. Do you hear, sir 1 you see I am in the hands 
of a couple of ravens here ; os you are a gentleman, 
lend me forty shillings ; let me not live if I do not pay 
you the forfeiture of the whole bond, and never plead 
conscience. 

Ten. Not a peimy, not a jjenny ; good night, sir, 

[Exit. 

Mon. Well, a man ought not to swear by anytliing 
in the hands of sergeants, but by silver ; and because 
my pocket is no lawful justice, to minister any such 
oath unto me, I will patiently encounter the counter. 
Wliich is tffe deai^st ward in prison, sergeant) the 
knights* ward ) 

Arab. No, sir, the master’s side. 

Mon. Well, the knight is above the master, though 
his table be worse furnished : 1*11 go thither. 

Amh. Come, sir, I must use you kindly ; the gentle- 
man’s wife Hi at hath arrested you 

ilfon. Ay, what of her ? 

Anib. She says you are her aunt’s son. 

Mon. I am. 

Amh. She takes on so pitifully for your arresting ^ 
'twas much against her will, good gentlewoman, that 
this aifiiction alighted upon you. 

Mon. She hath reason, if she respect her poor kindred 

AmA You shall not go to prison. 

Mon. Honest sergeant, conscionable officer, did I for- 
get myself even now, a vice that sticks to me always 
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^hen I am drunk, to abuse my best friends 1 Where 
didst buy this buff? Let me not live, but 111 ^ive thee 
a good suit of durance.' Wilt thou take my bond, ser- 
geant ? Where's a scrivener, a scrivener, good yeoman ? 
you shall have my sword and hangers^ to pay him. 

Amh, Not so, sir ; but you shall be prisoner in my 
house : I do not think but that your cousin will visit 
you there i* th’ morning, and take order for you. 

Mon, Well said : was 't not a most treacherous part 
to arrest a man in the night, and when he is almost 
drunk? when he hath not his wits about him, to 
remember which of his friends is in the subsidy? 
Come, did I abuse you ? I recant : you are as necessary 
in a city as tumblers in Norfolk, sumners^in Lanca- 
shire, or rak*- hells in an army. ^ \ExeMnt 

Scene TIL 

Elder JusTiNUNO, like a collier, and a Bov. 

Jusl, Buy any small coal, buy any small coal. 

Boy. Collier, collier. 

Jmf. What sayest, boy ? 

Boy. 'Ware the pillory.* 

Just. 0 boy, the pillory assures many a man that he 
is no cuckold ; for how impossible were it a man should 
thrust his head through so small a loophole, if his fore 
head were branched, boy ! 

' Durance, some lasting kind of stuff, such as we 1 
everlasting. A new improvement, as a substitute for buff 
leather.— Narks. 

* Bangers, the ornamented portion of the sword-belt, in 
which the j^ord hong. 

* i. e. conjeoturally, ecclesiastical summoners, in Lanes* 
ahire, as being a very Popish county. 

* C^-dealers lay under an ill name for giving ialse ttieaiitra 
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Boy. Collier, how came the goose ^ to l^e put upon' 
you, ha? 

Just. I’ll tell thee. The term lying at Winchester, 
in Henry the Third’s days, and many Frenchwomen 
coming out of the Isle of Wight thither, as it hath 
always Ixien seen, (though the Isle of Wight could not 
of long time neither endure foxes nor lawyeiv?, yet it 
could brook the more dreadful cockatrice), there were 
many punks in the town, as you know our term is their 
term. Your farmer that would spend but threepence 
on his ordinary, would lavish half a crown on his 
lechery ; and many men, calves as they were, would 
ride in a farmer’s foul boots before breakfast; the com- 
monest sinner had more fluttering about her than a 
fresh punk hath when she comes to a town of garrison, 
or to a university. Captains, scholar^;, serving-men, 
jurors, clerks, townsmen, and the black-guard,'^ used all 
to one ordinary, and most of them w'erc called to a 
pitiful reckoning ; for before two returns of ^Michaelmas, 
surgeons were full of business; the care of most, secrecy, 
grew as common as lice in Ireland, or as scabs in France. 
One of my tribe, a collier, carried in his cart forty 
maimed soldiers to Salisbury, looking as pitifully as 
Dutchmen fli'st made drunk, then carried to beheading ; 
every one that met him cried, ’ware the goose, collier ; 
and, from that day to tliis, there’s a record to be seen 
at Croydon, how that pitiful wafbage, which indeed 
was virtue in the collier, that all that time would carry 
no coals, laid this imputation on all the posterity. 

^ A cant term for a particular symptom iu lues venerea, 

* i. e. The Court of King’s Bench sitting. 

* The scullions and lowest domestics of a household. 
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• Boy, You are full of tricks, collier. 

Juiit, Boy, where dwells Mtister Wafer t 

Boy, Why, here ; what wtmlJest 1 I am oue of his 
Juvenals. 

Hath ho not a cliild at nin*se at Moreclacke 1 ^ 

Boy, Y es \ do.st thou dwell there ? 

Jioit, That I do . the child is wondrous sick ; I was 
wild to acquaint thy in.ister and mistress with it. 

Boy. ril up ami toll them presently. [EHf. 

JnM, So, if all should fail me, I could turn collier. 
O the villany of this ag(‘ ’ how full of secrecy and 
silence (contiary to the opinion of tlie, world) have I 
ever found most women ^ I have sat a whole afternoon 
many times hy my wife, and looked upon lier eyes, and 
felt if her mpIhcs have beat when I have named a sus- 
pected love , yet all this while have not drawn from 
her the least 8cruj)le of confession. 1 have lain awake 
a thousand nights, thinking she would have revealed 
somewhat in her dreams, and wdieu she has liegun to 
speak anything in her sleep, I have jogged her, and 
cried, ay, sweetlieart, hut when will your love come, 
or what did he say to thee over the stall, or what did 
he do to thee in tlie garden-chamber, or %vhen will he 
send to thee any letters, or w^hen wilt thou send to him 
any money ? What an idle coxcomb jealousy will make 
a man ! 

Enter Wafer awl his Wife, mth the Boy. 

Well, this is my comfort, that here conies a creature 
of the same head-piece. 

Miet. Wafer, O, my sweet child I Wliere’s the collierl 
> A comifitioD of MorUakt, 
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Just. Here, forsooth. 

Mist. }Vafei\ Run into Bucklersbury^ for two ounces 
of dragon-water, some spermaceti and treacle. What 
is it sick of, collier 1 a burning fever 1 

Just. Faith, mistress, I do not know the infirmity of 
it. Will you buy any small coal, say you ? 

Wafer. Prithee go in and empty them. Come, be 
not so impatient. 

Mist. Wafer. Ay, ay, ay, if you had groaned foPt as 
I have done, you would have })cen more natural. Take 
my riding hat, and my kirtle there : 1*11 away presently. 

Wafer. You will not go to night, I am sure. 

Mist. Wafer. As I live, but I will. 

Wafer. Faith, sweetheart, I have great business to- 
night ; stay till to-morrow, and 1*11 go with you. 

Mist. Wafer. No, sir, I will not hinder your business. 
I see how little you respect the fruits of your own body. 
I shall find somebody to bear mo company. 

Wafer. Well, I will defer my business for once, and 
go with thee. 

Mist. Wafer. By this light, but you shall not ; you 
shall not hit me i’ th* teeth that I was your hindrance. 
Will you to Bucklersbury, sir? [Ejrif Boy, 

Wafer. Come, you are a fool ; leave your weeping. 

Mist. Wafer. You shall not go with me, as I live. 

[Exit Wafer, 

Just. Pupil! 

Mist. Wafer. Excellent master 1 

Just. Admirable mistress ! How happy be our Eng- 
lishwomen that are not troubled with jealous husbands! 


^ To the boy. 
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youi* Italians, in general, are so sun-bumt with 
these dog-days, that yoiir great lady there thinks her 
husband loveshernotif hebe not jealous. What confirms 
the liberty of our ^romeii more in England, than the 
Italian proverb, which says if there were a bridge over 
the narrow seas, all the women in Italy would show 
their husbands a million of light pair of heels, and fly 
over into England ? 

Wafer, The time of our meeting ? Come. 

Seven. 

Mut, Wafer, The place? 

JuM, In lllackfriars ; there take water, keep aloof 
from the shore, on with your masks, up with your sails, 
and, Weastirard Hor ! 

Mint, Waf r, So. [Exit. 

Jtiaf, 0 tlie quick apprehension of women ! they’ll 
grope out a man’s meaning presently. Well, it rests 
now that I discover myself in my true shape to these 
gentlewomen’s husbands ; for though I have played the 
fool a little, to beguile the memory of mine own mis- 
fortune, I would not play the knave, though I be taken 
for a banquerout : but indeed, os in other things, so in 
that, the world is much deceived in me, for I have yet 
three thousand pounds in the hands of a sufficient friend, 
and all my debts discliarged. I have received here a 
letter from my wife, directed to Btoad, wherein she 
most repentantly entreateth my return, with protesta- 
tion to give me assured trial of her honesty ; 1 cannot 
tell what to think of it, but I will put it to the test. 
There is a great strife between beauty and chastity, and 
that which pleaseth many is never free from temptation. 
As f<^r jeabusy, it makes many cuckolds, many foob. 



120 


WESTWARD HOE. 


[act^. 

and many banqiierouts ; it may have abused nie, ind 
not my wife’s honesty : I’ll try it — but firet to 
secure and doting companion. [£>•/. 

Scene IV. — At Ainlmsli's Lock-^ip. 

Ent^r Monopoly and Mistress Tenterhook. 

Mon, I })esecch you, Mistress Tenterhook — befoi’e 
God, I’ll be sick, if you will not be merry. 

M'tst, 'Ten. You are a sweet beagle. 

Mon. Come, because I kept from town a little, ■— let 
me not live, if I dnl not hejir the sickness^ was in town 
very hot. In troth, thy hair is of an excellent colour 
since 1 saw it. 0 those briglit tresses, like to threa ’ 
of gold ! 

Mut. Ten. Lie and tishes sulfer much in the city for 
that comparison. 

Mon. Here’s an honest gentleman will be heir by and 
by, was born at Fulham ; his name is Gosling Glowworm. 

Miiif. T'eri, 1 know him : what is he ? 

Mon. He is a knight. What ailed your husband to 
be so hasty to arrest me 1 

Mist. Ten. Shall I speak truly ? shall I speak roi 
like a woman ? 

Mon. Wliy not like a woman ? 

Miftf. Ten. Because women’s tongues are like to 
clocks ; if they go too fast, they never go true : ’twas 
1 that got my husband to arrest thee, I have. 

Mon. I am beholding to you. 

Mut. Ten. Forsootli, I could not come to the speech 
of you : I think you may be spoken mthal now. 

^ The plague. 
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• Mov. 1 thank you : I hope you’ll Iwiil me, cousin 1 
Misf. Ten. And yet why should 1 speak with you ? 
1 protest I love my liusbaiuh 

Mon, Tush, let not any young woman love a man 
rears too well. 

Mief. Whyl 

Altni Because he’ll die before lie can requite it. 

Ten I have acquainted Wafer and Honey- 
Bucklo with it, and they allovv^ my wit for’t extremely. 

Knin- Aunuwir. 

() ’ onest S<u‘geant ’ 

Amh. Welcome, good Mistress Tenterhook. 

Mief. Ten. Sergeant, I must needs have my cousin go 
a .itfic wav out of U>wn with me, and to secure thee, 
here are two diamonds ; they are wortli two hundred 
pound ; keep them till 1 return liim. 

Atnh. Well, ^tis good .security. 

Miet Tf^n, Do not come in my hiishand’s bight, in 
Uie ijie .iitime. 

Enter Whirlpool, Glowworm, Linstock, Mistrbsh 
Honeysuckle, aivl Mistress Wafer. 

Ah(t>. Welcome, gallants. 

Whirl, How now ! Moivipoly arreste^l ! 

M //. ( i my little Honeysuckle, art come to visit a 
prisoner ? 

jIftV. Honey. Yes, faith, as gentlemen visit merchants, 
to fare well, or as poets young quaint revellers, to laugh 
at them. Sirrah, if I were some foolish justice, if I 
would not beg thy wit, never trust me. 


^ Approve. 
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Mifi, Ten, Why, I pray you ? 

Mi^, Hmey, Because it hath l>een concealed all this 
while ; but come, shall we to boat ; we are furnished 
for attendants, as ladies are ; we have our fools and 
our ushers. 

Sir Go^, I thank you, madam ; I shall meet your 
wit in the close one day. 

MiM, Wafer, Sirrah, thou k nowest my husband 
keeps a kennel of hounds % 

Mint, Honeij. Yes. 

Whirl, Doth thy husband love venery 'i 

Mist, Wafer, Venery ! 

Whirl. Ay, hunting and venery are words of one 
signilicatioii. 

Mist, Wafer. Your two husbands and he have made 
a match to go find a hare about Bushy Caiisy, 

Mist, 'Ten, They’ll keep an excellent house till we 
come home again. 

Mist, Honey , O excellent ! a Spanish dinner, a pilcher, 
and a Dutch supper, butter and onions. 

Lin. 0, thou art a mad wench ! 

Mist. 'Ten. Sergeant, carry this ell of cambric to Mis- 
tress Birdlime : tell her, but that it is a rough tide^ and 
that she fears the water, she should have gone with us. 

Sir Gos, O thou hast an excellent wit ! 

Whirl. To boat, hay. 

Mist, Homy, Sir Gosling, I do take it thy legs are 
married. 

Sir Gos, Why, mistress 1 

Mist, Homy. They look so thin upon it. 

Sir Gos. Ever since I measured with your husband, 
I have shrunk in the calf. 
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JlftW. Htmey, And yet you have a sweet tooth in your 
head. 

Sir Go9, 0, well dealt for the calfs head ! You may 
talk what you will of legs, and rising in the small, and 
swelling beneath the garter ; but ’tis certain when lank 
thighs brought long stockings out of fashion, the 
courtier’s leg, and his slender tilting staff, grew both of 
a bigness. Come, for Brainford * [E,reunU 



ACT IV. 

Scene I . — At Mr^. 

Eivter M18TBK88 Birdlime ami Lucy. 

Birdlime, 

\ OOD morrow, Mistress Lucy : how did you 
take your rest to-night? how doth your good 
worship like your lodging? wliat will you 
have to breakfast ? 

Lucy, A jxjx of the knight that was here last night ; 
he promised to have sent me some wild-fowl ; he was 
drunk, I’ll l»e stewed else. 

Bird. Why, do not you think he will send them ? 

Lury. Hang them, ’tie no more in fashion for them 
to keep their promises, than ’tis for men to pay their 
debts : he will lie faster than a dog trots. What a 
filthy knocking was at door last night ! some puny inn« 
a-court-iueii, I’ll hold my contribution. 

Bird. Yes, in troth, were they, civil gentlemen with« 
out beards : but to say the truth, I did take e^f»^ 
tilona 1 ^ their knocking ; took them aside, and jidid to 
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them : gentlemen, this is not W'ell, that you should 
come 111 this luhit, cloaks and rapiers, lKK)ts and spurs ; 
I pnjtest to you, those that be your ancients in the 
house W(»iild have come to my house m their caps and 
gowns, civilly, and modestly. 1 promise you they might 
liave Ix'BU taken for citizens, but that they ttilk more 
liker fools. AVlio knocks there 1 Up into your chamber. 

[Ej’i/ Lury, 

Enif^r ^Iaster Honeysuckle. 

Who are you 1 some man of credit, that you come in 
mullled thus 1 

Ilowy. Who’s alK)ve ? 

Let me see your face first. 0 master Honey- 
suckle ! why, tlio old party, the old party. 

Homnj. Phew, I will not go up to her : nobody else! 
As I live : will you give me some sack ? where’s 
Oppi)rtunity ? 

Enter Chuistiax. 

Honey. What dost call her? 

Bird. Her name is Christian ; but Mistress Lucy 
cannot abide that name, and so she calls her Opportunity. 
Honey, Very good^ good. [Gires 7iwney. 

Bird. Ts’t a shilling, bring the rest in aqua 

[Exit Ohndian* 

Come, shall’s go to noddy ? ^ 

Honey. Ay, and thou wilt, for half an hour. 

Bird. Here are the cards; deal. God send me 
^deuces and aces witli a court card, and I shall get by it. 

Sk ^ Noddy^ A game at cards ; Mr. Reid conjectared it to 
Kava b cribbage, but Nares conceives it was more like 
novo Bt. having been the gune, also, at noddy 
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IRniey, That can make thee notliing. 

Bint Yes, if I have a coat Ciird turn up. 

* Honey, I show four games. 

BinJ, By my troth, I must show all and little enough 
too, six games : play your single game, I shall double 
with you anon. Pray you lend me some silver to count 
my games. 

E?iffr Christian. 

How now, is it gocnl sack 1 

Chris, There^s a gentlcMuan at dcK»r would si)eak with 
you. 

Honey, God*a so, 1 will not he seen hy any means. 

Bint Into that closet, then. [Exit ILmeysurkle, 
Wliat, another muftior 1 

Enter Tenterhook. 

Ten, How dost thou, Mistress Birdlime ? 

Bird, Ma.stcr Tenterhook ! the party is above in the 
dining chamljcr. 

Ten, Above? 

Bird, All alone. TenferhorJc, 

Enter HoNBysucki.K. 

Honey, Is he gone up ? who was’t, I pray Ihce ? 

Bird, By this sack, 1 will not tell you : say that you 
were a country gentleman, or a citizen tliat hath a young 
wife, or an inn-of-chaiicery-man, should I tell you T 
pardon me. This sack tastes of horse-flesh I warrant 
you the leg of a dead horse hangs in the butt of sack 
to keep it quick. 

* The St. 12 Car. II. c. 25. forbiddii^ the adulteration of 
wines, mentions, among other ingredients, **&ny sort of 
fieMh ,'' — Bvcb. 
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Honey. I beseech thee, good Mistress Birdlime, H»ell 
me who it was. 

Binh 0 God, sir ! we are sworn to secrecy as well as* 
surgeons. Come, drink to me, and let’s to our game. 

Enter Tenterhook ami Lucv, at>ove.^ 

Ten. Who am I ? 

Lm^ij. Ycm ? pray you, imblind me ; Captain Whirl- 
pool? no— Master Linstock? — pray unblind me ; you are 
not Sir Gosling Glowworm, for he wears no rings of his 
fingers; Master Freezeleather? — O, you are George the 
drawer at the ]Mitre, — pray you, unblind me, — Captain 
Puckfoist ? Master Counterpane, the lawyer ? what the 
devil mean you? beshrew your heart, you have a very dry 
hand: are you not mine host Dog-bolt of Brainford? Mis- 
tress Birdlime? Master Honeysuckle ? Master Wafer? 

Ten. Wliat, the last of all your clients ! 

Lticy. O, how dost thou, good cousin ? 

Ten. Ay, you have many cousins. 

Lucy. Faith, I can name many that I do not know ; 
and suppose I did know them, what then ? I will sufiTer 
one to keep me in diet, another in ap|)arel, another in 
physic, another to jiay my house-rent. I am just of 
the nature of alchemy ; I will suffer every plodding 
fool to 8()ond money upon me ; marry, none but some 
worthy friend to enjoy my more retired and useful 
faitlifulness. 

Ten. Your love, your love. 

Lury. 0, ay, ’tis the curse that is laid upon our quality; 

^ i. e. On the upper stage ; the raised platform towards 
the back of the sta^.— Ihrcs. Tenterhook has conn 
Lucy, and put his hands over her 
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what we glean from others we lavish upon some tiothless 
well-faced younger brother, that loves us only for main- 
^ tenance. 

Ten. Hast a good terni,^ Lucy 1 

Lucy, A pox on the tenn ! and now I think on’t, 
says a gentleman lost night, let the pox be in the town 
seven year, Westminster never breeds cobwel)S, and yet 
’tis as catching as the plague, though not all so general. 
There l>e a thousand bragging rlac^ks in London, that 
will protest tliey can wrest comfort from me, when, I 
swear, not one of them knows whether my palm be 
moist or not. In troth Move thee: you promised me 
seven ells of 'hanibric. 

Wafer and cntecH, 

Who’s that knocks ? 

Honey, Wliat ! more sacks to the mill ! Til to my 
old retirement. [Exil, 

Bird, How doth your good worship ? Passion of my 
heart, \^hat shift shall I make? How hath your good 
worship done a long time 1 

Wafer. Very well, Godaraercy. 

Bird. Your gocxl worship, I think, be ruling out of 
town. 

W(tfer. Yes, believe me, I love to Ik; once a week a 
horseback, for me thinks nothing sets a man out better 
than a horse. 

Bird, Tid certain, nothing sets a woman out better 
than a man. 

Wafer, What, is Mistress Lucy above? 

> The law terms aere formerly the great times of resort 
to London, not only for bosineai, bat pleasure.— Kaubs. 
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BirtJ. Yes, truly. 

Wafer. Not any company Avitli her ? 

IHnJ. Comiwiny ! shall I say to your good worship 
and not lie : she Inith had no company — let me see how 
long it was — since your worship was hero ; you went 
to a butcher’s feast at Cuckold s-haven the next day 
after Saint Luke’s day — not this fortnight, in good truth. 

Waf*r. Ala.s, good soul ! 

BirtK And why was it 1 go to, go to, 1 think you 
know Indter than I. The wencli askoth every day, 
when will Master Wafer lie here ? And if knights ask 
for her, she cries out at stairhead : as you love my life, 
let ’em not come up ; I’ll do myself violence if they enter. 
Have not you ]>romised her somewhat 1 

ira/er. Faith, I think she loves me. 

Birth Loves ! well, would you knew what I know, 
then you would say somewhat. In good faith, she’s 
very poor ; all her gowns are at pawn ; she owes me five 
pound for lier diet, besides forty shillings 1 lent her to 
redeem two half silk kirtles from the broker’s , and do 
you think she needed lie in debt thus if she thought not 
of somebody? 

Wafer. Good, honest wench ! 

Birth Nay, in troth, she’s now' entering into bond for 
five pounds more ; the scrivener is but new gone up to 
take lier bond. 

IFrt/Vr. Come, let her not enter into l)oiid ; I’ll lend 
her five pound ; I’ll pay the rest of her debts : call 
down the scrivener. 

Bmh I pray you, when he comes down, stand muffled, 
and I’ll tell him you are her brother. 
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• Wafer. If a man have a good honest wench, that live® 
wholly to his use, let him not see her want 

[Ejrit BinlHwp and enier af*ovc. 

Bird, O, Mistress I-iicy, Mistress Lucy, you are the 
most unfortunate gentlewoman that ever breathed I 
your young wild ])rot]ier came newly out of the country t 
he^calls me Kiwd, swears I keep a bawdy liouso, says 
his sister is turned whore, and that ho will kill and 
slay any man tliat he finds in lier company. 

Toi, What conveyance will you make with me, 
Mistress Birdlime ? 

Luri/, O (^od, let him not come u[> ’ ^tis the swag- 
geringest wild oats. 

BinK I have pacified him somi'what, for I told him 
that you we, ’ a scrivener come to take a liamU of her; 
now, as you go forth, say, she might have had so much 
money if she ha<l ])leased, and say, she is an honest 
gentlewoman, and all will ho well. 

Tp7l Enough. Farewell, gooil Lucy. 

Bmf. Come, change your voice, and rnuflle you. 

[Exriuif ahovt' BirdliiiiP and Tmtfthooic. 

Lunj. What trick should this bo ! I have never a 
brother. Til hohi my life some franker'^ customer ia 
come, that she slides him off so smoothly. 

Enter hchw 1 exteriiook aiid Birdlime. 

Ten. The gentlewoman is an honest gentlewoman as 
any is in London, and should have had thrice as much 
money upon her single bond, fur the g<x>d report I hear 
of her. 

Wafer. No, sir, her friends can furnish her with money* 

^ ^ Bandt e. bond. * More hboraL 

VOL. L K 
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Ten. By this light, I should know that voice. Wafer; 
odWoot, are you the gentlewoman’s brother ? 

Wafer. Are you turned a scrivener, Tenterhook \ 

Birth I am spoiled. 

Wafer. Tricks of Mistress Bmllime, by this light. 

Enter Honeysuckle. 

Hmey, Hoick covert, hoick covert * why, gentlemen, 
is this your hunting? 

Te7i. A consort* ’ wliat make you licre, Honeysuckle? 

Haney. Nay, what make 3 ^ou two hero ? 0 excellent 
Mistress Birdlime ' thou hast more tricks in thee than 
a punk hath uncles, cousins, brothers, sons, or fathers : 
an infinite comjMiuy. 

Bird. If I did it not to make your gootl worships 
merry, never believe me. I will drink to your worship 
a glass of sack« 

Enter Ju.stiniano. 

Jmt. Ood save you. 

Honey, and Wafer. Master Jiistiniano, welcome from 
Stoad ! 

Jii.4. Why, gentlemen, I never came there. 

7>w. Never there * where have you been, then? 

Juat. Marry, your daily guest, I thank you. 

Omnes. Ours! 

Just. Ay, yours. I Avas the pedant that learned your 
wives to write ; I was the collier that brought you news 
your child was sick : but the truth is, for aught I know, 
the child is][in health, and your wives are gone to make 
merry at Brainford. 

Wafei\ By my troth, good wenches, they little 
dream where we are now, 

^ Concert. 
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Jvst. You little dream what gallants are with them. 

Ten, Gallants with them ! I*d laugh at tliat. 

Just, Four gallants, by this light ; Master Monopoly 
is one of them. 

Ten. Monoix)ly ! I*d laugh at that, in faith. 

Just Would you laugh at that ! why do ye laugh at 
it, then. They are there by this time. I cannot stay 
to give you more particular intelligence : I have received 
a letter from my wife here. If you will call me at 
Putney, I’ll bear you company. 

Ten. Od’s-foot, what a rogue is Sergeant Ambush ! 
Ill undo him, by this light. 

Just. I met Sergeant Ambush, and willed^ him come 
to this hou?' to you presently. So, gentlemen, I leave 
you. Bawd, I have nothing to say to you now. Do not 
think too much in so dangerous a matter, for in women’s 
matters ’tis more dangerous to stand long deliberating, 
than before a battle. [JBxtY. 

Wafer, This fellow’s poverty hath made him an 
arrant knave. 

Bird, Will your worship drink any a(|uavitml 

Tm. A pox on your af^uavitiB. Monopoly, that my 
wife urged me to arrest, gone to Brainford I 

Enter Ahbush, 

Here comes the varlet. 

Amh. I am come, sir, to know your pleasure. 

Ten, What, hath Monopoly paid the money yet t 

Amh. Jfo, sir, but he sent for money. 

Ten. You have not carried him to the Counter ? he 
is at your house still 1 

^ WUltd, directed. 
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Amlh 0 Lord, ay, sir, as melancholic &c.^ 

Ten. You lie like an arrant varlet. By this candle, 
I laugh at the jest 

BinK And yet he*g ready to cry. 

Tm. He’s gone with my wife to Braiiiford : an’ there 
be any law in England, I’ll tickle ye for this. 

Amh. Do your worst, for 1 liave good security, and I 
care not ; besides, it was his cousin, > our wife’s, jilea- 
sure, that he should go along with her. 

Ten. Hoy day, her cousin ! Well, sir, your security 1 

Amh. Why, sir, two diamonds here 

Ten. 0, my heart ! my wife’s tw^o diamonds ! Well, 
you’ll go along and justify this? 

Amh. That I wdll, sir. 

Enter Lucy 

Ln^y. Who am I ? 

JVw. WHiat the murrain care I who you are 1 hold 
off your fingers, or I’ll cut thorn wuth this diamond. 

Lory. I’ll see ’em ifaith. So, I’ll keep tliese diamonds 
till I have my silk gown and six ells of cambric. 

Ten. By this light, you shall not. 

Lacy. No ! w hat, do you think you have fops in 
hand I sue me for them. 

Wafer anti Honey. As you respect your credit, let’s go. 

Tew, Good Lucy, as you love me, let me have them ; 
it stands uix^n iny credit : thou shalt have anything ; 
take my purse. 

Ltu'y. I wnll not l>e crossed in my humour, sir. 

^ As melancholic, etc. — so in the origifiAl. Mr. Dyce con- 
ceives that it was so left by the author, tnutme to the 
player’s powers of extemponziog some jocose and telling 
simile. ^ ( 
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• Ten. You are a damned filthy punk. What an unfor- 
tunate rogue was I, that ever I came into this house ! 

Birth Do not spurn anybody in my liouse, you were 
best. 

Ten. Well, well. 

l^Exenni the three Oitizene. 

Birth Excellent Lucy ! the getting of these two dia- 
monds may chance to save tlie gentlewoman’s credit* 
Thou heardest all 1 

Lucy. 0, ay, and by my troth, pity them : what a 
filthy knave was that betrayed them • 

BirtJ. One that j^ut me into pitiful fe<ir : Master J usti- 
niano here hath layed lurking, like a sheep-biter, and in 
my knowledge hath drawn these gentlewomen to this 
misfortune ; but I’ll down to Queenhive,' and the water- 
men whicli were wont to carry you to Lamlicth-Marsh, 
shall carry me thither. It may be 1 may come before 
them, I think 1 shall pray more, what for fear of the 
water, and for my good success, than I did this twelve* 
month. [Exeunt. 

ScEKB II. — At the Earfs Maneion. 

Enter the Eaul ami three Servinombn. 

Earl. Have you perfum’d this chamber ? 

Omnee. Yes, my lord. 

Earh The banquet 1 

Omnes. It stands ready. 

Earl, (jo, let music 

Charm with her excellent Toice an awful silence 
Through aU this building, that her sphery soul 
May, on the wings of air, in thousand forms 

> Queen-hitha quay in Upper Thames Street# 
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Invisibly fly, yet be enjoy'd. Away. 

1 Serv. Does my lord mean to conjure, that he draws 
these strange characters 1 

2 JSeni He does ; but we shall see neither the spirit 
that rises, nor the circle it rises in. 

3 Sen). Twould make our hair stand up an end if we 

should. Come, fools, come , meddle not with his matters : 
lords may do anything. [Kreunf Servingnien. 

Earl This niglit shall my desires be amply crown'd, 
And all those powers that taste of man in us, 

Shall now aspire that [>oint of happiness, 

Beyond which sensual eyes never look, sweet pleasure : 
Delicious pleasure, earth's supremest good, 

The spring of blood, though it dry up our blood. 

Rob me of that, — though to be drunk with pleasure, 
As rank excess even in best things is bail. 

Turns man into a beast, — yet that Ixjing gone, 

A horse, and this, the goodliest shai>o, all one. 

We feed, wear rich attires, and strive to cleave 
The stars with marble towers, fight battles, spend 
Our blood to buy us names, and in iron hold 
Will we eat roots to imprison fugitive gold : 

But to do thus, what spell can us excite f 
This, the strong magic of our appetite ; 

To feast which richly, life itself undoes. 

Who’d not die thus f to see, and then to choose. 

Why even those that starve in voluntary wants, 

And to advance the mind, keep the flesh poor, 

The world enjoying them, they not the world, 

Would they do this, but that they are proud to suck 
A sweetness from such sourness t let ’em so, 
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The ^rent of my appetite shall How 

With happier stream. A woman ! 0, the spirit 

And extract of creation ! This, this night, 

The sun shall envy. IVliat cold checks our blood ? 
Her body is the cliariot of my soul, 

Her eyes iny Ixidy’s light, winch if I want, 

Life wants, or if possess, I undo her, 

Turn her into a devil, whom I adore. 

By scorching her with tlu* hot stream of Just. 

Tis but a minute ’s pleasure, and the sin 
Scarce actfid is repented : shun it than 
O, he tliat can abwtain, is more iluin man ! 

Tush ! Rcsolv'st thou to do ill ? Be not iirocise : 

Who write of ^ irtue best, are slaves to vj(*e, [Mtmc, 
The music v*unda alarum to my Mood, 

What 8 bad I follow, yet I see what’s good. 

[Whilst the son^f^ is heard ^ the Karl dram a 
rurfmuy aiul set forth a hamiuet. He then 
exify aivd enters jfre^^enthj with Jmhniano^ 
atth&7 Wee his m iuostied ; leads Mm to 
the tatflpy pi atm him in a chair, ami in 

dumb sitjm rovrts him till ihi mmj he flone, 

* * 

Earl, Fair ! be not doubly mask’d with that and night : 
Beauty, like gohl, being u>*’d becomes more bright 

Will it please your lordship to sit? 1 shall re- 
ceive small pleasure, if I see your lordship stand. 

Earl, Witch! hag! what art thou, proud damnation f 
Just, A merchant’s wife. 

JEM, Fuiy, who rais'd thee up? what com'st thou fori 

> For * No song is given in the text 

’ (Unmasking). 
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Just. For a banquet. 

Earl. 1 am abus’d, deluded. Speak, what art thou? 
Uds death, speak, or I’ll kill thee. In that habit 
I look’d to find an angel, but thy face 
Shows th’ art a devil. 

Just. My face is as God made it, my lord ; I am no 
devil, unless women be devils ; but men find ’em not 
so, for they daily hunt for them. 

Earl. What art thou that dost cozen me thus ? 

Just. A merchant’s wife, I say, J ustiniano’s wife; she, 
whom that long })irding-i)iece of your’s, I mean that 
wicked mother Birdlime, caught for your honour. Why, 
my lord, has your lordship forgot how ye courted me 
last morning ? 

Earl. The devil I did * 

Just. Kissed mo last morning. 

Earl. Succubus, not thee. 

Just. Gave me this jewel, last morning. 

Earl. Not to thee, harjiy. 

Just. To me, upon mine honesty ; swore you would 
build me a lodging by the Thames side with a water-gate 
to it| or else take me a lodging in Cole-harbour.^ 

Earl. I swore «o! 

Just Or keep me in a labyrinth, as Harry kept Bosa- 
mond, where the Minotaur, my husband, should not 
enter. 

Eoi'l. I Bware so, but, gipsey, not to thee. 

Just. To me, upon my honour ; hard was the ei^ 
which you laid to the crystal walls of my chastity, but 

^ Oole-karbaurf or Cold-harbour, an ancient tnansioo in 
Dotmte, the residence of Tnnstall, Bishop of Durham. It 
had Uie privileges of sanctuary, wldoh were extended to the 
■mall tenements that Gilbert, Earl of Shrewsbuiy, pfoIliDg 
down the old mansion, built on and about the sito. ^ 



WESTWARD HOE. 


137 


sc. n.] 


I lield 'Ilut, you know ; but because I cannot be too 
stony*hearted, I yielded, my lord, by this token, my 
lord, (which token lies at my heart like letui,) but by 
tliis token, my lord, that this night you should commit 
that sin which we all know with me. 

Earh Thee ! 

Jmt. Do I look ugly, that you put fhoe uj Km me? 
did I give you my hand to horn my head, that's to say 
my husband, and ia it come to thee ? is my face a filthier 
face, now it is yours, than wlion it was his ? or have I 
two faces under one hood ? I confoss I have laid mine 
eyes in brine, and tliat may change tlie copy ; but, my 
lord, I know what 1 am. 

Earl. A sorceress : thou shalt witch mine ears no more; 
If thou cansi pray, do't quickly, for thou diest. 

Jmt. I can pray, but I will not die, thou liest. 

My lord, there drops your lady ; and now know, 

Thou unseasonable lecher, I am her husband, 

Whom thou wouldst make wdiore. Reaii she sj^oaks 
there thus : 

[Mistrem Jmtiniano in durovered^ lying as if 

Unless I came to her, her hand should free 

Her chastity from blemish ; proud 1 was 

Of her brave mind ; 1 came, and seeing what slavery, 

Poverty, and the frailty of her sex 

Had, and was like to make her subject to, 

I b^ggfd that she would die ; my suit was granted : 

I poison'd her ; thy lust there strikes her dead ; 


^ Oiviog a letter. 

* A stege difection supplied by Mr. Dyoe. 
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Homs fear'd, plague worse, than sticking on the heafd. 

Earl, O God, thou hast undone thyself and me ! 
None live to tnaU^h this piece ; thou art too bloody : 
Yet for her sake, wlioni I’ll eiiibabn witli tears, 

This act with her I bury, and to quit 
Tliy losvs of such a jewel, thou shalt sliare 
My living with me ; come, embrace. 

Jmt My lonL 

Earl, Villain, damn’d merciless slave. I’ll torture thee 
To every inch of flesh. What ho ! help, who’s there % 

Enter Seuvingmen. 

Conic hither here’s a murderer, bind him. How now, 
What noise is this ? 

1 My lord, tliere are throe citizens face me down, 
that hero’s one Master Parontliesis a schoolmaster, with 
your lonlship, and desire ho may be forthcoming to ’em* 
Ju»t, That liorrow’d name is mine. Shift for your- 
selves ] 

Away, shift for yourselves ; fly, I am taken. 

Earl, Why should they fly, thou screech-owl ? 

Jmt, 1 will tell thee ; 

Those three are partners with me in the munler ; 

We four commix’d the poison. Shift for yourselves. 
Earl. Stop’s mouth, and drag him back : entreat ’em 
enter. 


Enter the Thrbb Citizens. 

0, what a conflict feel 1 in my blood I 
I would I were less great to be more good. 

Y’are welcome; wherefore came you 1 Goaid die doors. 
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"When L behold that object, all my at^naes 
Bevolt from reason. He that offers flight, 

Drops down a col’s©. 

All Three. A corse ! 

1 Sm\ Ay, a corse : do you scorn to Iw worms* meat 
more than she 1 

Jmt. See, gentlemen, the Italian that does scorn. 
Beneath the moon, no liaseness like the horn, 

Has pourM through all the veins of yon chaste bosom 
Strong poison to preserve it from that plague. 

This fl(»bhly lord, he doted on iny wife ; 

Ho would have wrought on her and play’d on me ; 

But to jmre off these brims, ^ I cut ott‘ her, 

And gull’d him with this he, that you had hands 
Dipt in her \!^/od with mine \ but this I did, 

That his stain’d age and name might not l>e hid. 

My act, thcnigh vikV the world shall crown as just ; 

I shall die clear, when he livens soil’t! with lust. 

But come, rise, Moll ; awake, sweet Mull ; th’ust play’d 
The woman rarely, counterfeited well. 

1 Serr. »Sure, sh’as nine lives. 

See, Lucrece is not slain : 

Her eyes, which lust call’d suns, liave thcirUrst beams, 
And all {hese frightments are but idle dreams : 
l^et, afore Jove, she hsul her knife prepar’d, 

To let her blood forth ere it should run black. 

Do not these open cuts now cool your back ? 

Methinks they should; when vice sees with broad eyes 
Her ugly form, she does herself despise. 

^ A north country word for forehead. 

* An old form of vile. 
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Earl, Mirror of dames, I look upon tliee now, 

As men long blind, having recover'd sight, 

Amaz’d, scarce able arc to endure the light. 

Mine own shame strikes me dumb : henceforth the book 
I’ll read shall be thy mind, and not thy look. 

Honey, 1 would either we were at Brainford to see our 
wives, or our wives here to see this pageant. 

Ten, So would I ; I stand upon thorns. 

Earl, The jewels wliich I gave you, wear ; your for- 
tunes 

I’ll raise on golden pillars : fare you well. 

Lust in old age, like burnt straw, does even choke 
The kindlers, and consumes in stinking smoke. [Exit 

Jud, You may follow your lord by the smoke, badgers. 

1 Serv, If fortune had favoured him, we might have 
followed you by the honis. 

Juet Fortune favours fools ; your lord’s a wise lord, 
[Exeunt Seimnymen,'] So, how now ^ ha ! This is that 
makes me fat, now ; is’t not ratsbane to you, gentlemen, 
as pap was to Nestor 1 but I know the invisible sins of 
your wives hang at your eye-lids, and that makes you 
so heavy-headed. 

Ten, If I do take ’em napping, I know what I’ll do. 

Honey. I’ll nap some of them. 

Ten. That villain, Monopoly, and that Sir Gosling, 
treads ’em all. 

Wafer. Would I might come to that treading. 

Jud. Ha, ha, so would L Come, Moll : the book of 
the siege of Ostend, writ by one that dropped in the 
action, will never sell so well as a report of the siego 
between this grave, this wicked elder and thyself ; an 
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impression of you two would away in a May morning. 
Was it ever heard that such tirings wore l>rought away 
from a lord by any wench but thee, Moll, without pay- 
ing, unless the wench conycatchod liim ? (ro thy ways: 
if all the great Turk’s concubines were but like thee, 
the ten-penny infidel should never need keoj) so many 
geldings to neigli over ’em. Come, sliall this western 
voyage hold, my hearts ? 

AH Thrf‘(\ Yes, yos. 

Juh(, Yos, yes ! s’foot, you speak as if you had no 
hearts, and look as if you were going Avostward indeed.^ 
To see how plain dealing women ean pnll down men! 
Moll, you’ll lielp us to catch smelts, ^ too ? 

Altat Jtisf, If you be pleased, 

Jud, Xev* : Indtor since I wore a smock. 

Hoynnj, I fear our oars have given us the bag. ^ 

Wafer, Good, I’d laugh at that. 

Jud. If they have, would theirs might give them 
the bottle. Con)<5, inanli whilst the women double 
their tiles. Mamed men, see, there’s comfort ; the 
moon’s up* ’fore Don Phodais, I doubt w'c sliall have 
a frost this night, iier horns are so sharp : do you not 
feel It bite ? 

Ten, I do, I’m sure. 

Jn^t, But w’e’ll sit ufKin one anothei s skirts i’ tli’ boat,, 
and lie close in straw*, like the hoary cfuirticr. Set on 
To Brainfonl now, where if you meet frail wives, 

Ne’er swear ’gainst h(»rim, in vain dame Nature strivijs. 

[Er^nin^,, 

' Wtdicard indeed^ i. e. to Tyburn, — Dy('K. 

^ i. e. to catch gulla. 

* Gone off, given us the mckf made fools of us. 
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act V.— Scene I. 

Enter Monopoly, Whirlpool, Linstock, ami the Wives 
Judith, Mabel, aiul Moll, their hafs off. 

Monopohj. 

HY, chamberlain, will not these fiddlers be 
drawn forth ? are they not in tune yet ? or 
are the rogues afraid a’ th’ statute,^ and dare 
not travel so far without a passport ? 

Whirl. What, chamberlain < 

Lm. Where’s mine host ? what, chamberlain ! 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham, Anon, sir ; here, sir , at hand, sir, 

Mon. Where's this noise what a lousy town’s this 
Has Brainford no music in't 1 

Cham. They are but rosining, sir, and they’ll scrape 
themselves into your company presently. 

Mo7l Plague a’ their cat’s-guts and their scraping : 
dost not see women here, and can we, thinkst thou, be 
without a noise tlien 1 

Cham. The troth is, sir, one of the poor instruments 
caught a sore mischance last night ; his most base bridge 
fell down ; and l>clike they are making a gathering for 
the reparations of that. 

Whirl. When they come, let’s have ’em, with a pox. 

Cham. WeD, sir ; you sliall, sir, 

1 i. e. the ** Statute affaixist va^bonds.’* 

* Naisty i. e. the bana of musimne* 
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Xfon. Stay, chamberlain ; where’s our knight, Sir 
Gosling 1 where’s Sir Gosling ? 

CfuivL Troth, sir, niy mtister and Sir Gosling are guz- 
zling; they are dabbling together fatliom deep; the 
knight hatli drunk so much health to the gentleman 
yonder, on his knees, that he has almost lost the use 
of his legs. 

JtifHtfi. O, for love, let none of ’em enter our room, 
fie! 

Mahel. I would m>t have ’em cast up their accounts 
here, for more than they mean to be drunk this twelve- 
month. 

Moll. Good chamberlain, keep them and their healths 
out of our company. 

Chamh} I svarrant you, their liealths sliall nut hurt 
you. [EHt 

Mon. Ay, well said ; they’re none of our giving : let 
’em keej) their own quarter. Nay, 1 told you tlie man 
would soak him if he were ten knights ; if ho were a 
knight of gold they’d fetch lum over, 

Moll. Out upon liiin ! 

Whirl. There’s a lieutenant and a captain amongst 
’em, too. 

Mon. Nay, then, look to have somel/ody lie on the earth 
for’t ; it’s ordinary for your lieutenant to he drunk with 
your captain, and your captain to cast with your knight. 

Moll. Did you never hear how Sir Fabian Scarecrow 
(even such another) took me up one night litiforo my 
husband, being in wine ? 

Mabd. No indeed, how was it? 

‘ A correction by Mr. Dyoe. In the original, the speech 
runs on as part of MolVs. 
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Molt. But I think I took him down with a witndiss. 

Judith. How, good Tenterhook ? 

Moll Nay, I'll have all your ears take part of it. 

Ootnen. Come, on then. 

Moll He used to frequent mo and my husband divers 
times; and at bust comes he out one inoniing to my hus- 
band, and says, aAfjister Tenterhook, says he, I must 
trouble you to lend me two hundred pound about a 
commodity which I am to deal in ; and 'vvhat was that 
commodity but his knighthood ’ 

So. 

Moll Why, you shall, Master Scarecrow', says my 
good man : so wuthiu a Vitllo while alter, Master 
Fabian w'as crcattMl knight. 

M<m Created a knight ’ that’s no good heraldry ; 
you must say dubbed. 

Moll And why not created, pray 1 

On\w*s. Ay, well done, put him dowm at’s owi^ W'eapon. 

Moll Not oreate<l ’ why all things have their being 
by creation. 

Lin. Yes, by my faith is’t. 

Moll But to return to my tale, 

Whrl Ay, marry ; mark now. 

Moll When ho had climljed up this costly ladder of 
preferment, he dishui-ses the money back again very 
honourably; comes home^ and was by ray husliand 
invited to 8upi>er. There supped with us, besides, 
another gentleman incident to the court, one that had 
bespoke me of my husband, to help me into the ban- 
queuing house and see the revelling, a young gentle- 
woman, and that wag our schoolmaster, Master Paren- 
thesis, for 1 remember he said grace : methinkf 1 see 
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Um yet, how ho turned up the white a’ th* eye, when 
he came to tlie last gasp, and that he was almost past 
grace ! 

MaheL Nay, ho can do’t 

Moll. All supper time, my new-minted knight made 
wine the waggon to his meat, for it ran down his throat 
80 fast, that before my chambermaid had taken half up 
he was not ecarc'o able to stand. 

Mon, A general fault at citiEons’ tables. 

MoU, And J, thinking to play upon him, ask(,^d him, 
Sir Fabian Scarecrow, tpiuth I, what pretty gentlewoman 
will you rai.se up now to ^staP her your Indy ? hut he, 
like a foul-mouthed man, swore, zounds I’ll stall never 
a punk^ in England ; a lady ! there's too many already. 

0 fie, Sir Fabian, quoth 1, will you call her that shall bo 
your Wife such an odious name 1 and tlicu ho sets out a 
throat, and swore again, like a stinking-brea tiled knight 
os he wae, that women were like horses. 

Mattel aiul Jmlith, O, filthy knave ! 

MoU, "They'd break over any hedge to change their 
pasture, though it were worse : he, man, fie, says the 
geutlowoman. 

Mon, Very good. 

Moll, And he, bristling up his beard to rail at her too, 

1 cut him over the thumbs thus; why, 8ir Fabian Scare- 
crow, did I incense iny husband to lend you so much 
money upon your bare word, and do you backbite my 
friends and me to our faces ? I thought you had had 
more perseverance ; if you bore a knightly and a degen- 
erous mind, you would scorn it^ you hod wont to l>e more 

f > iBstal. Froititate. 
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delonnable amongst women ; fie that you’ll be so hum- 
oursome ; here was nobody so egregious towards you» 
Sir Fabian : and thus in good sadness, I gave him the 
best words^ I could pick out, to make him ashamed of 
his doings. 

Whirl. And how took he this correction t 

MolL Very heavily, for he slept presently upon ’t; and 
in the morning was the sorriest knight, and I warrant 
is so to this day, that lives by bread in England. 

Moti. To see what wine and women can do ! the one 
makes a man not to have a word to throw at a dog, the 
other makes a man to eat his own words, though they 
were never so filthy. 

Whirl. I see these fiddlers cannot build up their 
bridge that some music may come over us. 

Lin. No, faiUi, they are drunk too ; what shall ’s do, 
therefore 1 

Mm. Sit up at cards all night 

Malml. That’s serving man’s fashion. 

Whirl. Drink burnt wine and eggs then. 

Jtulith. Tliat’s an exercise for your suburb wenches. 

AfoZ7. No, no, let’s set upon our posset and so march 
to bed ; for I begin to wax light with having my natural 
sleep pulled out a’ mine eyes. 

Omnee. Agreed, be ’t so; the sack posset and to bed. 

Mon<. What, chamberlain ! I must take a pipe of 
tobacca 

Three W<men. Not here, not here, not here. 

Mabel. I’ll rather love a man that takes a purse, 
than him that takes tobacco. 

' Her best words, it has been seen, are somewhat in Mrs. 
Malapropos style of elocution. i 
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* Moll, By my little finger, I’ll break all your pipes, 
and bom the case and the box too, and^ you draw oat 
your stinking smoke afore me. 

Mon, Prithee, good Mistress Tenterhook, I’ll ha’ 
done in a trice. 

. MoU, Do you long to have me swoon t 

Mon. I’ll use but half a pipe, in troth. 

MoU. Do you long to see me lie at your feet ? 

Mon. SmeU to’t ; ’t is perfumed. 

Moll. 0 God, O God, you anger me ! you stir my 
blood ; you move me ; you make me s}K)il a good face 
with frowning at you. This was ever your fashion, so 
to smoke my husband when you come home, that I 
could not abide him in mine eye ; he was a mote in it, 
methought, u month after. Pray spawl^ in another 
room ; he, fie, fie ! 

Mon. Well, well ; come, we’ll for once feed her 
humour.* 

Judith. Get two rooms off at least, if you love us. 

Mcdfel. Three, three, Master Linstock, three. 

Lin. ’S foot, we’ll dance to Norwich,* and take it 
there, if you’ll stay till we return again. Hero s a stir ! 
Tou’ll ill abide a fiery face that cannot endure a smoky 
nose. 

Mon. Come, let’s satisfy our appetite. 

Whirl. And that will be hard for us \ but we’ll do 
our best. [Emini* 

MM. So ; are they departed ! What string may we 

> If. • Spit. 

* Donee to Normch.~^An allusion to Kempe the actor's 
Nine daiu wonder Performed in a daunee from London to 
^Borvndkt 16CMX* — Dvex. 
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three think ttiat these three gallants harp upon, by 
bringing us to this sinful town of Brainford 1 ha ? 

Judith. 1 know what string they would harp u|K)n, 
if they could put us into the right tune. 

Mabel. 1 know what one of ’em buzzed in mine ear, 
till, like a thief in a candle, lie made mine ears hum ; 
but 1 swore to say nothing. 

Moll. 1 know iis venly they hope, and brag one to 
another, that this night they’ll row westward in our 
husbands’ wherries as we hope to be rowed to London 
to-mon-ow morning in a pair of oars. But, wenches, 
let’s be wise, and make rooks of them that I warrant 
are now setting pursenets to conycatch us. 

Both. Content. 

Moll. They shall know that citizens’ wives have wit 
onougli to outstrip twenty such gulls ; though we are 
merry let’s not be mad ; be as wanton as new-married 
wives, as fantastic and light licaded to the eye as 'feather- 
makers, but as pure about the heart as if we dwelt 
amongst ’em in Blackfriars.^ 

MalieL We’ll eat and drink with ’em. 

Moll. O yes ; eat with ’em as hungerly as soldiers 
drink as if we were froes talk as freely as jesters ; but 
do as little as misers, \vho, like dry nurses, have great 
breasts but give no milk. It were better we should laugh 
at their popinjays tlian live in fear of their prating 
tongues. Though wo lie all night out of the city, they 
shall not find country wenches of us ; but since we ha* 

1 Blarh/riariy in our author’s time, was celebrated for 
three things : the theatre, a number of Puritans, and the 
sale of feaukOTS ; the two latter professions being very often 
united in the same arsons. — K abjes, i 

• /Voes.— Prows, Dutchwomen. 
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brought 'em thus far into a fool's paradise, leave 'em 
in't : the jest shall he a stock to maintain us and our 
pewfellowa in laughing at christenings, cryinge out, and 
upsittings^ this twelve month. How say you, wenchesi 
have I set the saddle on the right horse ? 

Both. (), 'twill he excellent, 

Mattel. Hut how shall we shift 'em off? 

MntJ. Not as ill debtors dt) their crc^ditors with good 
words, hut as lawyers do their clients when they're over- 
thrown, by some new knavish trick ; an<l thus it shall he : 
one of us must dissemble to lie suddenly very sick. 

Judith. I’ll be she. 

MoU. Nay, though we can all dissemble w(dl, yet I'll 
he she ; for men are so jealous, or rather envious of one 
another’s liappiness, eaj)ccially in these out of town goi- 
flipings, that he who shall miss his hen, if he l)e a right 
cock indeed, will wi^tch the other from treading. 

MdiM. That's certain ; I know that by myself. 

Moll. And, like .d^^sop's dog, unless himself might 
cat hay, will lie in the manger and starve, but he'll 
hinder the horse from eating any : besides, it will be as 
good as a Welch hook^ for you to keep out tne other at 
the staves end ; for you may boldly stand upon this 
point, that unless every man's heels may he tript up, 
you scorn to play at footholL 

Jvdifh. That's certain ; peace, I hear them spitting 
after their tol)acco. 

Moll. A chair, a chair ; one of you keep as great a 
coil and calling as if you ran for a midwife, th'other 
hold my bead whilst T cut my lace. 

^Accoachements, and the first reception thereafter^ 

^ Doable>edged Irill or axe. — ^H alliwell. 
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Judith, Paasion of me ! Master Monopoly, Master 
Linstock ! an’ you be men, help to daw ^ Mistress Ten- 
terhook ! O quickly, quickly I she’s sick and taken 
with an agony. 

Eui^'y <u fihe cnes^ Monopoly, Whirlpool, 
anti Linstock. 

Onmea, Sick ! How 1 how now ? what’s the matter ? 

Mtm, Sweet Moll, call up thy spirits. 

Moll. 0, Master Monopoly, my spirits will not come 
at my calling ! I am terrible and ill. Sure, sure, Tm 
struck with some wicked planet, for it hit my very heart. 
O, I feel myself worse and worse 1 

Man. Some burnt sack for her, good wenches, or posset 
drink. Pox a’ this rogue chamberlain ; one of you call 
him. How her pulses beat ! a draught of cinnamon 
water now for her were bettor than two tankards out 
of the Thames. How now, ha ? • ^ 

Moll. Ill, iU, ill, ill, ill. 

Mo 71 . I’m accurst to spend money in this town of 
iniquity ; there’s no good thing ever comes out of it ; 
and it stands upon such musty ground, by reason of 
the river, that I cannot see how a tender woman can 
do well in’t. ’S foot, sick now, cast down, now ’tis 
come to the push ! 

Moll. My mind misgives me that all’s not sound at 
London. 

Whirl, Pox on ’em that be not sound ; what need 
that touch you t 

Moll. I fear you’ll never carry me thither. 

Omnes. Pooh, pooh, say not so. 

^ A north oon&tiy word : to awaken, aronle. 
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Moll. Pray let my clothes be utterly uiidone» and 
then lay me in my bed. 

lAn. Walk up and down a little. 

MolL O, Master Linstock, 'tis no walking will serve 
my turn! Have me to bed, good sweet Mistress 
Honeysuckle. 1 doubt that old liog, Gillian of Brain- 
ford,^ has bewitched me. 

Mm. Look to lier, gootl wenches. 

MabeL Ay, so we will, and to you too. This was 
excellent. [Exeunt the three women. 

Whirl. This is strange. 

Lin. Yillaiious spiteful luck ! No matter, th* other 
two hold bias. 

Whirl Peace, mark hoW he’s nipt ; nothing grieves 
me so ni^cli as that poor Pyramus here must have a 
wall this niglit between him and his Thisbe. 

Mm. No remedy, trusty Troilus ; and it grieves me as 
much that ycmll want your false Cressida to-night, for 
here’s no Sir Pandarus to usher you into your chamber. 

Lin. I’ll summon a parley to one of the wenches, and 
see how all goas. ^ 

Mm. No whispering with the common enemy ! by 
this iron, he sees the devil that sees how all goes amongst 
the women to-night. Nay, ’s foot, if 1 stand piping till 
you dance, damn me. 

Lin, Why, you’ll let me call to ’em but at the key- 
hole f 

Mon. Pooh, good Master Linstock, I’ll not stand by 
whilst you give fire at your key-holes. I’ll hold no 
trencher till another feeds ; no stirrup till another gets 


^ A noted witch. 
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up ; be no door-keeper. I ha’ not been so often at 
court, but I know what the backside of the hangings 
are made of ; I’ll tnist none under a piece of tapestry, 
videlicet, a coverlet. 

Whirl What will you say if the wenches do this to 
gull us? 

Mm. No matter, I’ll not be doubly gulled by them 
and by you : go, w'ill you take the lejisc of the next 
chanil)er, and do as I do ? 

Both. And what’s that? 

Mm. Any villany in your company, but nothing out 
on’t ; will you ait up, or lie by’t ? 

Whirl. Nay, he, sure, for lying is most in fashion. 

Mm. Troth then, I’ll have you before me. 

Both, It shall he yours.^ 

Mm. Yours, i’faith : I’ll play Janus with tw’O faces, 
and look as<]uint both ways for one night. 

Lin. Well, sir, you shall bo our door-keeper. 

Mm. Since we must swim, let’s leap into one flood : 
We’ll either be all naught, or else all good. 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Noise of Fiddlers, / oZ/ofrfw<7 the Chamberlain. 

Chamh. Come, come, come, follow me, folh^w me. I 
warrant you ha* lost more by not falling into a sound 
last night, than ever you got at one job since it pleased 
you to make a noise. I can tell you, gold is no money 
with ’em. Follow me and fum,’ as you go : you shall 
put something into their ears, whilst 1 provide to put 

* i. e. your privilege to precede me. 

* i. e. presumably, prelude. 
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something into their bellies. Follow close, aiul fum. 

[Exmiiil. 

Enter Sir Gosling aiul Bihdlimr inilhil aJovif hy hint. 

Sir Gos. What kin art thou to Long Meg of West- 
minster^^ th* art like her. 

Bird. Somewhat alike, sir, at a blush, nothing akin, 
sir, saving in height of mind, and that she was a goodly 
woman. 

Sir Goit. Mary Ainbree,^ do not you know me ? had 
not I a aiglit of this sweet j>hisnomy at Rhenish wine- 
house, ha? last day, i* th* Stillyard, ha? wliither art 
boun<l, galleyfoist T** whither art bound ? whence conicst 
thou, female yeoman-a*-tho guard ? 

Bird. From London, sir. 

Sir Gof^. l)(wt come to keep the door, Ascapart ?^ 

Bird. My reparations hither is to speak with the 
gentlewomen here, that drunk with your worship at 
the Gutfli house of meeting. 

Sir (7r>s. Drunk with me ! you lie, not drunk with 
me : but ’faith what would’st with the w^onieii ? they 
are abed : art not a midwife ? one of ’em told me thou 
wert a night-woman. [Muttir within : ihf' Fiddkr». 

Bird. I ha’ brought some women abed, ’in my time, sir. 

Sir Go8. Ay, and some young men too, hast not, 
Pandora ? how now, where's this noise ? 

^ A street termagant, often mentioned by oar old writers* 

’ Mary Amhree.—Atk English heroine, immortalized by 
her valour at the siege of Ghent, in 1584. 

’ QMtyfoi^ — A long barge with oars ; the term wsa 
especially applied to the Lord Mayor's barge.— H alli well. 

* AJKapart . — A giant, “ ful thyrty fote long,'’ whom Sir 
Bevis of Hampton vanquished in single combat. 
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Bird, ru commit your worship— 

Sir Goh. To the stocks ? art a justice ? shalt not com* 
mit me. 

Enter Fiddlers. 

Dance first ’faith: why, scrapers appear under the 
wenclies’ comical window,' by th’ lord ! Uda daggers, 
cannot sin be set ashore once in a reign upon your 
country quarters, but it must have fiddling? what set 
of villains are you, you perpetual ragamuffins ? 

Fid. The town consort,^ sir. 

Sir Gos. Consort, with u pox ! cannot the shaking of 
the sheets be danced without your town piping ? nay 
then let all licll roar. 

Fid. I beseech you, sir, put up yours, and we’ll put 
up ours. 

Sir Gas. Play, you lousy Hungarians : ' see, look the 
Maypole is set up, well dance alx>ut it : keep this circle, 
Maquerelle,'* « 

Bird, I am no mackerel, and 111 keep no circles. 

Sir Gos. Play, life of Pharaoh, play : the bawd shall 
teach me a Scotch jig. 

Bird. Bawd ! 1 defy thee, and thy jigs, whatsoever 
thou art : were 1 in place where, Pd make thee prove 
thy words. 

Sir Gos. I would prove ’em, mother best-be-trust i 

^ So in'the originaL Mr. Dyce suggests ; comical wonchci^ 
window. 

* Consort, i. e. concert. 

^ The sheJeing pf sheets . — An old country dance, often 

alluded to by our old dramatiste, and gener^y in a loose 
sense. 

^ //na^mruias. — cant term, probaldy formed in doaUe 
allusion to the Hungarian freeb^ters, who ones infested 
the continent, and to the word hungry. — Nabbs. 

* JCo^rsf/e.— French for bawd. ^ 
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vfiy do not 1 know you, gmnnam? and that sugar-loaf 
ha ! do 1 not, Megaera 1 

Bird. I am none of your Megs : ^ do not nickname 
me so ; I will not bo nicked. 

Sir Gob. You will not : you will not : how many of 
my name, of the Glowworms, have paid for your furred 
gowns, thou woman’s broker ? 

Bird. No, sir, I sconi to be beliolding to any glow- 
worm that lives upon earth for luy fur : 1 can keep 
myself warm without glowworms. 

Sir Gob. Canst sing, woodpecker? come, sing and 
wake ’em. 

Bird. Would you should w'ell know it, I am no 
singing woman. 

Sir Gob. Howl then : ’s foot, sing or howl, or I’ll 
break your ostrich egg-shell there. 

Bird. ^ly egg hurts not you : what do you mean, 
to tiounsk so ? 

Sir Gm. Sing, Madge, Madge ; sing', owlet. 

Bird. How can 1 sing with such a sour face ? lam 
haunted with a cough and cannot sing. ^ 

Sir Gob. One of your instruments, mountelxmks. 
Come, here, clutch, clutch. 

Bird. Alas, sir, I’m on old woman, and know not 
how to clutch an instrument ! 

Sir Gob. Look, mark \ to and fro, as I rub it : make a 
noise : it’s no matter ; any Hunt’s Up,^ to waken vice. 

^ L e. the sugar-loaf, or high-crowned hat, once worn by 
women genmndly, but, becoming limited to old women, it 
was, amr awlme, an invariable feature in the oostama 
attcibnted to witches and elderiy matrons of evil reputation* 

* L o. no Meg of Westminster. 

’ A Inne played to waken spotismen in the morning. 
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Birth I shall never rub it in tune. 

Sir Goit. Will you scrape 1 

Bird, So you will let me go into the parties, I will 
saw and make a noise. 

Sir QttA. Do then ; sha^t into tlie parties, and part 
’em ; sha’t, my lean Lsena. 

Bird. If 1 must needs play the fool in my old days, 
let me have the biggest instrument, because I can hold 
that liest : I shall cough like a broken-winded horse, if 
I gape once to sing once. 

Sir Gm, No matter ; cough out thy lungs. 

Bird, No, sir, though I’m old, and worm-eaten, I’m 
not so rotten [Coughs. 

A Song. 

Will your worshij) be rid of me now 1 

Sir (ros. Fain, as rich men’s heirs would be of their 
gouty dads. That’s the hot-liouse, wliere your parties 
are sweating : amble ; go, tell the he parties 1 have 
sent ’em a mast to their ship. 

Bird. Yes, forsooth, I’ll do your errand. [ExU. 

Sir Gos, Half musty still, by thundering Jove 1 
With what wedge of villaiiy might I cleave out an hour 
or two ? Fiddlers, come strike up ; march before me ; 
the chamberlain shall put a crown for you into his bill 
of itema You shall sing bawdy songs under eveiy 
window i’th’town; up will the clowns start, down 
come the wenches ; we’ll set the men a fighting, the 
women a scolding, the dogs a barking ; you shall go on 
fiddling, and I follow dancing Lantera: curry your 
instruments, play, and away. [Mteunt 
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SCENE III . — A Roimi in the Inn ai Brmtfmxh 

Tenterhook, Honeysuckle, Wafer, Justiniano, 

and his Wife, with Ambush, a7ul Ciiamuerijiin. 

Honey, Sergeant Ambush, as th’art an honest fellow, 
scout in some back room, till the watchword Ix) given 
for sallying forth. 

Amb, Dun^a the mouse. ^ [Exit, 

Ten, A little low womiui, sayest thou, in a velvet cap, 
and one of ’em in a beaver 1 — Brother Honeysuckle, 
and brother Wafer, hark’ye, they are they. 

Wafer, But art sure their husbands arc abed with ’em ? 

(Jhain, I think so, sir ; I know not ; I left ’em 
together in one room, and what division fell amongst 
W the fates can discover, not I. 

Ten, Leave us, good chamberlain, we arc some of 
their ’friends ; leave us, good chamberlain, lx; merry a 
little, leave us, honest chamberlain. [Exit Cliamhrlam , } 
We are abused, we are bought and sold in Brainford 
Market ; never did the sickness of oii<j Ixilied nurse- 
child stick so cold to the hearts of three fathers ; never 
were three innocent citizens so horribly, bo abominably 
wrung under the withers. 

Both the others. What shall we do ? how shall we 
help ourselves ? 

Hrmey, How shall we pull this thorn out of our foot, 
before it rankle 1 

Ten, Yes, yes, yes, well enough ; one of us stay here 

' Ihtn^s the moiMe.— A proverbial phrase of vague signifi- 
oation. but here, os elsewhere, equivalent, apparently, to a 
word <5 tht wUt / 
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to watch» do you see ; to inratch ; have an eye, have an 
ear. I and my brother Wafer, and Master Justiniano, 
will set the town in an insurrection, bring hither the 
constable and his bill-men, break open upon ’em, take 
'em in their wickedness, and put ’em to their purgation. 

Honey, and Wafer, Agreed. 

Jwd, Ha, ha, purgation ! 

Ten, We’ll have ’em before some country justice of 
coram,^ (for we scorn to be bound to the peace,) and 
this justice shall draw his sword in our defence ; if we 
find ’em to be malefactors, >ve’ll tickle ’em. 

Honey, Agreed : do not say, but do’t : come. 

JuHt, Are you madt do you know what you dot 
whither will you run t 

All Three, To set the town in an uproar. 

Jmt, An uproar ! will you make the townsmen think 
that Londoners never come hither but upon Saint 
Thomas’s night? Say you should rattle up»the 'con- 
stable, thmsh all the country together, hedge in the 
house with iluils, pike-staves, and pitch-forks, take your 
wives napping, tliese western smelts nibbling, and that^ 
like so many Yulcans, every smith should discover his 
Venus dancing with Mars in a net, would this plaster 
cure the lieadache ? 

Ten. Ay, it would. 

All 'Three, Nay, it should. 

Jmt Nego, Nego no, no, it shall be proved unto 
you, your heads would ache worse : when women are 
proclaimed to be light, tliey strive to be more light ; for 
who dare disprove a proclamation 1 

Ten, Ay, but when light wives make heavy husbandly 
^ Por quorum. * 1 deny it^ ^ 
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lef tbeae husbands play mail Hamlet, and cry revenge : 
come, and well do sa 

Mid, Jud, Pray stay, be not so heady, at my entreaty. 

Jud. My wife entreats you, and I entreat you, to have 
mercy on yourselves, though you have none over the 
women. Fll tell you a tale : this last Christmas, a citi- 
zen and his wife, as it might be one of you, were invited 
to the revels one night at one of the Inns a* Court ; the 
husband having biisiness, trusts liis wife thither to take 
up ‘a room for him before : she di«l so ; but l)efore she 
went, doubts arising what blocks her husband would 
stumble at to hinder his entrance, it was consulted upon 
by what token, l)y what trick, by what banner or brooch 
he should he known to l»e he, when he rap{)ed at the 
gate. 

All Three, Very good. 

JtisL The crowd, he was told, would W greater, their 
clamours greater, and able to <lrown tlie throats of a 
ahoal of fishwives : he himself, therefore, devises an 
excellent watcliword, an<l the sign at which he would 
hang out himself, should be a horn ; he would wind his 
horn, and that should give 'em warning tluit ho was come. 

All Tliree, So. 

Jud, The torchmen and whifflers^ bad an item to re- 
ceive him : he comes, rings out an alamm with his horn 

* Whifitrg , — “The term is, undoubtedly, borrowed from 
tohi/U, another name for a fife or small flute ; for whifflers 
wwe originally those who preceded armies or f)rocessions, 
as fifers or pipers. ... In process of time, the term whiffler^ 
whic^ had always been used in the sense of came to 

rignify any person who went before in a proce^on. Min* 
lAieu, in his DUiifmary, 1617, describes him to be a club or 
etaff-bearer. Sometimes, the whifflers carried white Btares,^ 
Ac.— D vccb’s lllustraiioni of ShtUtMpeare, quoted by Dyee. 
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enters with a sliout ; all the house rises, thinking some 
sow^gelder pressed in ; his wife blushed, the company 
jested ; the simple man, like a l^ggar going to the stocks, 
laughed, as not l^eing sensible of his own disgrace ; and 
hereupon the pimiea^ set down this decree, that no man 
shall hereafter come to laugh at their revels, if his wife 
be entered before him, unless ho carry his honi about 
him. 

Wafei\ ril not trouble them. 

Just, So, if you trumpet abroad and preach at the 
market-cross your wives* slianie, *tis your own shame. 

All Three. What shall wre do, then ? 

Just. Take my counsel, I’ll ask no fee for’t : bar out 
host, Ijanish mine hostess, lieat away the chamWlain, 
let the ostlers walk, enter you the chambers peaceably, 
lock the doors gingeily, look upon your wives woefully, 
but upon the evil doers most wickedly. 

Te7L What shall w'e reap by this ? 

Just. An excellent harvest, this ; you shall hear the 
poor mouse-trapiH'd guilty gentlemen call for mercy ; 
your wives you slndl see kneeling at your feet, and 
wei'ping, and wringing, and blusliing, and cursing Brain- 
fonl, and crying j^arflonnez mot, pardmuez moi^ pardon- 
mz mai! whilst you have the choice to stand either as 
judges to condemn ’em, beadles to torment ’em, or con- 
fessors to absolve ’em. And what a glory will it be for 
you three, to kiss your wives like forgetful husbands, to 
exhort and foigive the young men like pitiful fathers, 
then to call for oars, then to cry Hay for London ! 
then to make a supper, then to drown all in sack and 
sugar, then to go to bed, and then to rise and open shop^ 

^ The puisne judges, as benchers? 
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Sphere you may ask any man wliat he lacks with your 
cap off, an*l lume shall pereeive whether the brims 
wring yon. 

Tell. Well mise no town.s. 

Homy. No, ni» , Jilt’s kn<K‘k first. 

Wafet*. A)\ that’s J’ll summon a parley, 

[^Knarks, 

Molf. Will’s there? have you stoek-fisli m 

liainl, tliat y*ai heat so ]iar<l? who are you ? 

Ten. Tliat’ft my \Mfe. let .Iu^tIniano sjx^ak, for they 
all kno^\ oui l*>n;^mes 

M*>U. [/wV/////] Wliai a inuiiaui ail those coUh, to 
keep feUeii a kicking 1 Mouojioly ? 

Jinif. Ves 

MnIL [ *hin] Is Master Linstock uji, too, anil tho 
captain ? 

Jmf iioth are in tlie fioM ! null you opmi your ilooi T 

MoV (), you aie pro[>or gaiuosters, to bring 

false ilice ^^lth \ ou from London, to cheat yourselvc^H! 
Is’t possible that three shallow' women should gull 
three such gallants? 

Ten, What means this? 

Moll, Have we defied you uphii the walls all 

night, to ofieii onr gates to you i’ th’ morning? Our 
honest husbands, they (silly men; iie piuying in their 
beds now, that the water under us may not he rough, 
the tilt tht t covers us may not be rent, and tlie straw 
about our feet may keep our pretty legs warm. 1 war- 
rant they walk ujwn Queenhive, as Leander did for 
Hero, to watch for our landing ; and should we wrong 
such kind hearts ? would we might ever be troublodl 
with Ijio tooth-ache, then. 

VOL. I. M 
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Tm. This thing that makes fools of us thus, is my " 
wife. ^ [Knocks. 

Mahel. [wWivn\ Ay, ay, knock your l^elHes* full ; we 
hug one another n-lxid, and lie laughing till we tickle 
again, to reinemher how we sent you a bat-fowling. 

Wafer, An almond, parrot that^s my Slab's voice ; 

I know by the sound. 

Jttsf, ’Sfoot, you lia* s|K>iled half already, and you’ll 
BjKiil all, if you dam not up your mouths. Villany ! 
nothing but villany ! I*ni afraid they liave smelt your 
breaths at the key-hole, and now they set you to catch 
flounders, wliilst in the meantime the concupiscentious 
malefactors make ’em ready, and take London napping. 

All Three, I’ll not be gulled so. 

Ten, Shew youi-selves to 1)0 men, and break open 
doors. 

Jueit, Break open doors and shew yourselves to be 
beasts ! If you break oi>en doors, your wives maj'' lay 
flat burglary to your chaise. 

H(mey, I.Ay a pudding : burglary I 

Jud. Will you, then, turn Corydons because you are 
among clowns ? Shall it l)e said you have no hrains^ 
being in Brainford f 

All Three, Master Parenthesis, we will enter and set 
upon ’em. 

Jud, Well, do so; but enter not so that all the 
country may cry shame of your doings ; knock ’em 
down, burst open Erebus, and bring an old house over 
your heads, if you do. 

Wafer, No matter, we’ll bear it off with head and 
dioiildeie. 

^ Almemd for a parrot , — A proverbud exprearioa, Waidi 
Ray explains : Some trifle to amuse a silly person. 
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Maheh \tntliin'\ You cannot enter indeed, la. [/ooA» 
€m(\ God's my pittikin, our three husbands summon a 
parley : let that long old woman either ert^ep under tha 
bed, or else stand upright behind the painted cloth. 

[Exif, 

fFa/i^r, Do you hear, you MalKjl? 

MaM, [/Wnwf/oit/]‘I.^t'8 never hide our heads now, 
for we are discovered. [^Dimppmr^, 

Honey. But all this while my Hoift»ysuekle appears 
not. 

Just. Why thou two of them ha\ o pitched their tents 
there, and yours lies in ainbuscadu with your enemy 
there. 

Honey. Stiuid upon your guard there, wdiiUff 1 1>atter 
here. \^Kiwcks at the men*» door, 

Mon. [friY//i'n] Who’s there 1 

Just. Hold, ni speak in a small voice, like one of the 
women. ^ Here’s a friend ; are you up ? rise, rise ; stir, 
stir. 

Mm. [trithin^ Uds foot, what weasel are you 1 are 
you going to catch <]Uail8, that you bring your pifies 
with yout I’ll sec what troubled ghost it is that 
cannot sleep. * [Looks out. 

Ten. 0, Master Monoi>oly, God save you. 

Mm. Amen, for the last time I saw you, the devil was 
at mine elbow in buff. What! “three merry men, and 
three merry men, and three merry men lie we,”' too I 

Hon. How does niy wife, Master Monopoly ? 

Mon, Who f my overthwart* neighbour? passing weU: 
this is kindly clone : Sir Gosling is not far from you ; 
we’ll join our armies presently ; here be rare Helds to 
**rha ImitlieD of an old song. * Over-against, 
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walk in. Captain, rise ; Captain Linstcck, bestir your 
stumps, for the Philistines are iii)Oii ns. [Exit 

Ten, This Moii(>i>oly is an arrant knave, a cogging 
knave, for all he's a coiirti(3r ; if >ronopoly be siilt(3red 
to rido up and down \\ith other men's wives, he’ll undo 
lx>th city and country. 

Enter the three Wives. 

JuM. Moll, mask thy.sidf ; they shall not know 'thee. 

All three. How now,sweeth(*arts, wliat make you here? 

Wafer Not that ^\hleh you make here 

Ten, Many, you make hulls of your husbamls. 

MolL ]{u/Auds,do wenot? out, you \ (dlou infirmities f 
do all floweis shew in your e}es like i olumhines ? 

Wajer Wife, ^\llnt sa}s the collier ? is not thy soul 
blacker than his fsials? how does the child? how does 
my flesh and hlooil, wife? 

Mahet, Your flesh and blo.Kl is \(*iy well recovered 
now, mouse, ^ 

Wajer. 1 know ’tis * the collier has a sack-full of 
news to empty. 

Ten. Moll, ^vhere be your two rings witli diamoiuls? 

Molt. At band, sir, here, with a wet finger.^ 

Te?i. I dreamed ytni had lost ’em. What a profane 
varlot is this shoulder-clapper,'* to lie thus ujxm my wife 
and her rings ! 

Enter Monopoly, Whirlpool, a7ul Linstock. 

Atl three. Save you, gentlemen. 

Ten. Y 

Himey. > And you, and our wives from you. 

dioulderb.'^ 

Bayezpkdna: 


* Bailiff. 
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Mitn. Your M*ives liave saved themselves, for once. 

Ten, ^[a8ter ^fonojmly, thougli 1 meet you in High 
Germany, I ]k>}x» you can understand hnikeii English ; 
have you discharged your debt 1 

Mfm, Yes, sir, witli a diuiUe cliarge; your liarpy that 
set Ins ten commandments upon my back, liiid two dia- 
monds, to save him harmless. 

Ten, Of you, sir 1 

jVon, Me, sir! do you think tliere be no diamond 
courtiers ? 

T(n, Sergeant Ambu**!), issue fortl). 

IJn//r Amiiubii. 

Monopoly, Til cut off your coinoy. Master Sergeant 
Arnbuhh, 1 clmrgc you, as you liopt* to receive comfort 
from the smell of mace, speak not like a sergeant, but 
deal haneatly : of whom had you tin* diamonds? 

Of your wife, sir, if I’ra an lionest man. 

Moll. Of me, you j)ewtf*r-buttiuie,<J rasr al ! 

Mon, Sirrah, you that live by nothing 1 at the carrion 
of poultry ! 

Moll, Sclioolmaster, hark hither. 

Mm, Where are my gems and jirecious stones, that 
were my bail ? 

Amh. Forthcoming, sir, though your money is not; 
your creditor has ’em. 

Junt. Excellent 1 peace. Why, Master Tenterhook, 
if the diamonds lie of the rejwrted value, I’ll pay your 
money, receive ’em, keep ’em till Master Monopoly he 
fatter i’ th’ purse : for, Master Monopoly, I know yjau 
wifl not be long empty, Master Monopoly;, 
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MolL Let him luive *em, good Tenterhook ; where 
are. they ? 

Ten. At home ; I locked 'em up. 

Enter Ljudlime. 

Bird. indeed, forsooth, I locked 'em up, and those 
are they jour wife has, and those are tliey your husband, 
like a bad liver as he would have given to a niece of 
mine, that lies in my house to take physic, to have 
coramitU'd fleshly treason with her. 

2 en. 1 at your house ! you old 

Bird. You, perdy, and that honest bachelor: never 
call me old for the matter. 

Judith. Motherly woman, he’s my husband, and no 
bachelor’s buttons are at his doublet. 

Bird. ’Las, 1 speak innocently ; and that lean gentle- 
man M5t in his sUitt' there. But, as I’m a sinner, both I 
and the young w’omau hud an eye to the main chance, 
and though they brought more about ’em than Captain 
Ca’ncbsli’s voyaged came to, they should not, nor could 
not, unless I had been a naughty woman, have entered 
the straits. 

All three Women. Have wo smelt you out, foxes 1 

Moll. Do you come after us with hue and cry, when 
you are the thieves yourselves 1 

Judith. Murder, I see, cannot be hid; but if this old 
sibyl of yours speak oracles, for my part, I’ll be like an 
almanaok that threatens nothing but foul weather. 

^ OandUEa voyoft. — ^Id allasioD to the wealth 

coliecUd by Thomas Cavendish in his plundering expedition 
to the coast of South America, 11186. * 
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Tm. That liawd has Wn danmoil five kundrod times, 
aad is her word to be taken t 

Jmt. To 1)e damned once is enough for any one of 
her coat. 

Bird. Why, sir, what is my coal, that you sit thus 
upon my skirts 7 

Jmt, Tliy C4)at is an ancient coat ; one of the so von 
deadly sins put tliy coat first to making : but do you 
hear ? you motlier of ini(|iiity 1 you tliat can lose and 
find your eai*s wlion you list ! go, sail witli the rest of 
your liawdy-traiUekera to tlie place of sixpenny sinful- 
ness, the suburUs. 

Bird. 1 scorn the sinfuIucsH of any suburbs in Chnst- 
endom : 'tis well known I have up-risers and down* 
liom within the city, night by night, like a profane 
fellow as tiiou art. 

Just. Right, 1 know thou host. I’ll tell you, gentle- 
folks, there’s more res^irt to this fortune-teller, than of 
forlorft wives married to old IiusImiikIs, and of grccn-sick- 
ness wenches that can get no husbands, to th(5 houso 
of a w’ise woman ; she has tricks to keep a vaulting 
house under the law’s nosi*. 

Bird. Thou tlost the linv s nose wrong to l)elio me so. 

Just. For cither n cunning w'omari has a chamlier in 
her house, or a physician, or a picture maker, or an 
attorney, Ijccause all these are gooil cloaks for the tain. 
And then, if the female [larty that’s cliented above 
stairs be young, she's a squire's daughter of low degree, 
that lies there for physic, or comes up to be placed 
with a countess ; if of middle age, she’s a widow, and 
has suits at the term or so. 

Judith. 0, fie upon her ! burn the witch out of our 
edtepany. 
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Moll, hem her out of Brainford if she get not 
the faster to Tendon. 

Mahel, 0, no, for Chxl’s sake ; rather hem her out of 
London, and Jet her keep in Brainford still. 

Bml. No, you cannot hem me out of London. Had 
I known this, your rings should ha’ been poxed ore I 
would ha’ Umched ’em. I will take a pair of oars and 
leave you. \EHi. 

Ju»f, Let that ruin of intemperance Ik? raked up in 
dust and ashes. And now tell me, if you liad raised 
the town, had not the tiles tumbled upon your lieads ? 
for you see your wives aie chaste, these gentlemen 
civil ; all is but a merriment, all but a May -game ; she 
lias her diamonds, you shall liave your money ; the 
child is recovered, the false collier discovered ; they 
came to Brainford to he merry, you were caught in 
Bird-limc, and therefore set the hare’s liea<l against the 
goo.se-gihlets,* put all instruments in tune, and every 
husband play music upon the lips of his wife, w*4iil8t I 
begin iirst. 

Tlie three hmhanfltt. Come, wenches ; be't so. 

Molt, Mistrc.ss Justiniaiio, is’t you >vere ashamed all 
this while of showing your face ? Is she your wife, 
schoolmaster 1 

Jtisf, Look you, your schoolnnister has l>een in France, 
and lost his hair no more Parenthesis now, hut Justi- 
niano : I will now play the meicliant with you« Look 
not strange at her, nor at me ; the story of us both 
shall be as good os an old wife’s tale, to cut off our 
way to London. 

’ A phrase signifying to balance things. 

* Here, says Mr. Cyce, we must suppose Justiniano to pull 
off ibe fidse hair which assisted his disguise ; he alladecjto 
the effects of the venereal, or, as it was called, the Frend^ 
disease. 
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Enler Citamberlain. 

How now 1 

Chaut. Alas, sir ' the knight yonder, Sir Gosling, has 
almost his throat cut hy poulterers, and townsmen, and 
unseals \ and all the noise that wont with him, i>oor fel- 
lows, have tlieir fidillo-c.ises jnilled over their ears. 

0/>/ne/». Is Sir Gosling hurt? 

Cham. Not much liurt, sir ; hut he bleeds like a pig, 
for his crown’s omcked. 

Judith. Then has he Ijecn twice cut i’ th’ head since 
we landed, once with a pottle-pot, and now with old iron. 

Jiunt. Gentlemen, hasten to his rescue some, whilst 
others call for oars. 

Dinner. Away, then, to I^^ndon. 

JmL Farcwxdl, llrainford. 

Gold tliat buys h(*alth can never be ill sjient, 

Nor hfuirs laid out in harniless merriment. 

SoN(J. 

Oars, oars, oars, oars ^ 

To London hay, to London liay ; 

Hoist uj» sails, and let’s aw.ay ; , 

For the safest bay 
For U8 tc» land is London ♦'bores. 

Oars, oars, oars, oars ! 

Quickly shall we get to land. 

If you, if you, if you 
I..eiid us hut half a hand ; 

O, lend us half a hand ! [EjceutU. 
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NOTiTHWAllD IIOE. 


H. (iKNKST, ill las Account (»f th(‘ Mn^rhsh 
^avrs this outlaif* of tlj(^ |»h)t : 
‘ ( »ri‘* n^laf‘M 1 i:m1 (MhIimvouhmI t<» siidiu*»» 
Ma}lM«rry s wife, hut without odhrt , — hu 
had coiitrivcMl to gi*t hor wedding ring fiMm ln*r. (Jroen- 
shield wihhcs 1m* ivv(*ng(Hl of Ikt for lu’r coyness . 
for this puri><»sc he ni(*c‘U Ma}lM*rry at Wan*, and .dfoclM 
not to know him, <JrtM*n->hu*ld an<l Fcathoistom* say 
that they liad Ixdli of them hoen intimate* witli May- 
l>erry\s wilt* Ma^lwiry is at first nnn li enraged— hut 
aftenvards «he is convim'ed of hm wife’s innocence, 
Orcensliitdd’s ivife, pretends to W7ilk in her hl(‘ep * she 
gets into FeatheisUuie’h loom, but no liann Jia]>[M!ii8 at 
that time. At tie* euneiusion, Featherstone is taken m 
to marry a woman of the towm. In the fourth Act, 
Mayl>orry sajs to ins wdfo ; “On w'lth your riding suit, 
and cry Northward Hence the name of the 

play/ ■ 
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JSnfei' Luke Gjikenshieli), infh Fkatheiistonk, booted, 
F(‘athersi<me. 

RT sure old Maylx*rry inns here to-night? 

Green, Tis corUiiu ; the hcjiiest knave 
chamberlain, that hatli been luy informer, 
my bawd, ever since I knew Ware, 
assures me <jf it : and more, Ixdng a I^oiidoner, though 
altogether unacquainted, I have reejuested liis company 
at supper. 

t'eath. Excellent occasion ! how we shall cany our- 
selves in this business is only to ]>e thought upon. 

Orem, Be that my undertaking : if I do’ not take a 
full revenge of his wife's puritanical coyness ! 

F^h, Suppose it she should 1^ chaste. 

Oreeti, O, hang her! this art of seeming honest makes 
many of our young sons and heirs in the city look so 
like our ’prentices. Chamberlain ! 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Chamb, Here, sir. 

Greem This honest knave is called Innocence ; is’t 
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not a good name for a chainlierlain ? He dwelt -at 
Dunstable not long since, and hath brought me and the 
t\yo butcher’s daughters there to interview twenty times, 
and not so little, I protest. How chance you left 
Dunstable, sirrah? 

Cham. Faith, sir, the town droojxjd ever since the 
peace in Ireland. Your captains Mere ^vont to take 
their loaves of their London pole-eats, (their wenches I 
mean, sir,) at Dunstable , the next morning, when they 
had broke their fast together, tlio wenclies brought 
thond to Hockl(‘y-i’-th’-ll(»le ; and so the one for Lon- 
don, the other for Wost-Chester. Your only road now, 
sir, is York, York, sir. 

Grci'U. True, hut }et it comes scant of the prophecy; 
Lincoln m'us, Lond<»ii is, «uid Yoik shall he. 

Cham Yea, sir, ’tis fiilhlled, Yoik shall be, that is, 
it shall he Yoik still, muvI^ it was the meaning of tho 
proplieL. Wiil you ha\e some cray-fish, ami a spitch- 
cock ? 

Enter ^Famieruv, with IJEUiAMONT 

Feath. And a fat trout. 

Chain, You shall, sir. The Loiidonei-s jou wot of. 

[^ExiL 

Grei^n, Most kindly welcome : I beseech you hold 
our Ixjldness excused, sir. 

Bdf, Sir, it is the health of travellers to enjoy good 
company : will you walk ? 

Feath, Whither traved }ou, I beseech you ? 

May, To Loiulon, sir : we came from Sturbridge. 

Bell, I tell you, gentlemen, I have observed very 
much with being at Sturbridge it hath afforded me 

* 1. e. At Sturbridge faw. 


^ (selves). 
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lairth beyond the length of five Latin comedies. Here 
should you meet a ^Norfolk yeoman, full-but, witli his 
head able to overturn you, and his pretty wife, that fol- 
lowed him, ready to excuse the ignorant hardness of 
her husband’s forehead ; in the goose-market, number 
of freshmen, stuck here and there wuth a graduate, like 
cloves %vith great lieads in a gammon of bacon ; here 
two gentlemen making a marriage l>etwcen their heirs 
over a woolpack ; there a minister’s wife that could 
speak false Latin very lispingly ; hero two in one cor- 
ner of a shop, Londoners, selling their wares, and other 
gentlemen courting their wives j whore they take up 
petticoats, you should find scholars’ and townsmen’s 
wives crowding together, while their husbands W'^to in 
another market busy amongst the oxen, — ’twas like a 
camp, for in other countries so many punks do not fol- 
low an army : I could make an excellent description of 
it in a comedy. But whither are you travelling, gen- 
tlemen? • 

Feailu Faith, sir, we purposed a dangerous voyage, 
but upon better consideration we altered our course. 

May. May we without ofl'ence partake the ground of it? 

Green. ’Tia altogctlier trivial, in sooth ; but to pass 
away the time till supper I’ll deliver it to you, with pro- 
testation before hand, I seek not to pu]>lish every gentle- 
woman’s dishonour, only by the passage of my discourse 
to have you censure' the state of our quarrel. 

BelL Forth, sir. 

Green. Frequenting the company of many merchants’ 
wives in the city, my heart by cliance leaped into mine 
eye to affect the fairest but withal the falsest creature 
that ever affection stooped to. 

1 Judge of, decide upon. 


t 

VOL. L 
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Mai^. Of what rank was she, I beseech you 1 

F&ith, Upon your promise of secrecy ? 

Bell You shall close it up like treasure of your own, 
and yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Orem, She was, and by report still is, wife to a most 
grave and well-reputed citizen. 

Ma]/. And entertained j'^our love ? 

^ Green, As meadows do April. The violence, as it 
seemed, of her affection — but, alas ! it proved her dis* 
sembling — would, at my coming and departing, bedew 
her eyes with love-drops ; O, she could ^ the art of 
woman most feelingly I 

Bell, Most 'feelingly ! 

May, I should not have liked that feelingly, had she 
been my wife. Give us some sack, here ; and in faith — 
we are all friends, and in private — what was her hus- 
band’s name ? I’ll give you a carouse, by and by. 

Orem, 0, you shall pardon me his name : it seems 
you are a citizen ; it Avould be discourae enough for you 
upon the Exchange this fortnight, should I tell his name. 

Bell, Your modesty is this wife’s commendation ! — 
On, sir. 

Green, In the passage of our loves, amongst other 
favours of greater value, she bestowed upon me this 
ring, which, she protested, was her husband’s gift. 

May, The ]K)8y, the posy 0 my heart ! that ring! 
good, in faith. 

Green, Not many nights^ coming to her, and being* 
familiar with her 

May. Kissing, and so forth t 

1 — ^The old preterite of eon, or con (kennen) to know* 

* The motta * (A^) 
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Greeru Ay, sir. 

May. And talking to her feelingly t 

Green. Pox on% I lay with her. 

May. Good^ in faith, you are of a good complexion. 

Green. Lying with her, as I say, and rising somo- 
what early from her in the morning, I lost this ring 
in her bed. 

May. In my wife’s bod ! 

Feaih. How do you, sir? 

May. Nothing. — Let s liave a fire, chamberlain : I 
think my lioots have taken water, I have such a shud* 
dering . — V th’ Wd, you say 1 

Green. Right, sir, in Mistress Mayberry’s sheets. 

May, Was her name Mayberry 1 

Greeji. Beshrew my tongue for l»labbing I I presume 
upon your secrecy. 

May. 0 God, sir! but where did you find your losing^ 
Where 1 found her falseness, — with this gen* 
tlemon, who, by his own confession, partaking the like 
enjoyment, found this ring the same morning on her 
pillow, and shamed not in my sight to wear it. 

May. Wliat, did she talk feelingly to him, too ? I 
warrant her husband was forth a’towu all this while, 
and he, poor man, travelled with hard ^‘ggs in’s pocket, 
to save the charge of a Imit ; whilst she was at home 
with her plovers, turkey, chickens. Do you know that 
Mayberry 1 

Feaih. No more than by name. 

JIfay. He’s a wondrous honest man. Let’s be meny. 
Will not your mistress, gentlemen, — you are tenants in 
eommon, I take it 1 — 
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May. Will not your mistress make much of her hus- 
band when he comes home, as if no such legerdemain 
had been acted 1 

Green, Yes, she hath reason for’t, for in some coun- 
tries, where men and women have good travelling 
stomachs, they l)egin with porridge, then they fall to 
capon, or so forth, but if capon come short of filling 
thpir l)ellie8, to their porridge again, ’tis their only 
course ; so for our women in England. 

May, This wit taking of long joumies, kindred that 
comes in o’er the hatch, and sailing to Westminster, 
makes a number of cuckolds. 

Bell, Fie, what an idle quarrel is this : was this her 
ring! 

Green, Her ring, sir. 

May, A pretty idle toy; would you would take 
money for’t. 

Feaih, I * i 

May, The more I look on’t, the more I like it. 

Bell, Troth, ’tis of no great value ; and considering the 
loss and finding of this ring made breach into your 
friendship, gentlemen, with this trifie purchase his love: 
I can tell you, he keeps a good table. 

Green, What, my mistress' gift ! 

Feaih, Faith, you are a merry old gentleman ; Til 
give you my part in’t. 

Green, Troth, and mine, with your promise to con- 
ceal it from her husband, 

May, Both he know of it yet 1 

Green, No, sir. 
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May. He shall never, then, I protest : look you, this 
ring doth fit me passing well 

Feath. I am glad we have fitted you. 

May. This walking is wholesome : I was a cold even 
now, now I sweat for’t 

Feath, Shairs walk into the garden, Luke? — Gentle- 
men, we’ll down and hasten supper. 

May. Look you, we must 1x5 Ixittor acquainted, that’s 
all 

Grfien. Moat willingly. — ExceJlent 1 he’s heat to the 
proof: let’s withdraw, and give him leave to rave a little 
[Exmnf Grpenshif'Id and Featherstone. 

' May. Chamberlain, give us a clean towel. 

Enter Cuambbulain. 

Bell How now, man? 

May. I am foolish old Mayberry, and yet I can he 
wise Mayberry, too : I’ll to London i)resently. Begone, 
sir. [Ejrii Gtiamberlain.. 

Bell. How, how. 

May, Nay, nay, G<Hr8 precious, you do mistake me, 
master Bellamont; I am not distempered; for to know a 
man’s wife is a whore, is to be resolved of it ; and to be 
resolved of it, is to make no question of it ; and when 
a case is out of question, — what was I saying ? 

BdL Why, look you, what a distraction are you fal- 
len into ! 

i/ay. If a man be divorced, do you see, divorced 
forma juris, whether may he have an action or no, 
’gainst those that make horns at him ? 

Sdl. O madness ! that the frailty of a woman should 
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make a wise man thus idle! Yet I protest, to my 
understanding, this report seems as far from truth, as 
you from juitience, 

ilfa^. Then am I a fool ; yet I can l)e wise, and I 
list,^ too : wljat says my wedding ring ? 

BefJ. Indeed, that breeds some suspicion : for the rest, 
moat gross and open , for two men Ijoth to love your 
wife, botli to enjoy her bed, and to meet you as if by 
miracle, and, not knowing you, upon no occasion in the 
world, U» thrust upon you a discourse of a quarrel, 
with circumstance so dishonest, tliat not any gentleman 
but of the country blushing would have published ; — 
ay, and to name you — Do you know them ? 

May. Faith, now I remember, I liave seen them 
walk mutHed by my shop. 

BeiL Like enough • pray G<mI they do not borrow 
money of us ^twuxt Ware and London. Come, strive 
to blow over those clouds. 

May, Not a cloud ; you shall have clean moonshine. 
They have good smooth looks, the fellows. 

BcIL As jet: they will take up, I warrant you, 
where they may be trusted. Will you be merry ? 

May, Wondrous merry: let’s have some sack to 
drown this cuckold; down with him ! — wondrous merry : 
one word and no more : I am but a foolish tradesman, 
and yet 111 be a wise tradesman. [Exeunt 


^ And if 1 choose. 
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ScBNB II, — A Street 

Enter Doll, led Mween Levbhpool and Ciurtlbt ; 
after them^ Philip arrested, 

Philip, Amjst me ! at whose suit 1 — Tom Cliartley, 
Dick Leverpool, stay ; I’m arrostexl. 

Onines, Arrested ’ ^ 

1 Serg, Gentlemen, break not the head of the peace : 
it*B to no pur|>ose, for he’s m the law’s eJutches ; you 
sec, he’s fanged, 

Doll. Ud’s life, do you stand with your naked wea- 
pons in your hand, and do nothing with ’em? put one 
of ’em in'» my fingers, I’ll tickle tlio pun pie-nosed 
varlets. 

Phil, Hold, Doll. — Thrust not a weapon upon a mad 
woman. Officers, step hack into the tavern ; you might 
ha’ ta’cn me i’ th’ street, and not j’ th’ tavern entry, 
you cannibals. 

2 Serg, We did it for your credit, sir. 

Chart, How much is the debt ? Drawer, some wine. 

Enter Diuwbh. 

1 Serg, Fourscore ]X)und : am you send for bail, sirl 
-or what will you do 1 we cannot stay, 

DoU, You cannot, you pasty-footed rascals ! you will 
stay one day in hell, 

PkU. Fourscore pounds draws dcjcp. Farewell, DolL 
Come, aeigeonts, I’ll step to mine uncle not far ofl^ 
hereby in Pudding-lane, and he shall bail me ; if not^ 

I Chartlay and Leverpool draw. 
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Chartley, you shall find me playing at span-counter,* 
and so, farewell : send mo some tobacco. 

1 Serg. Have an eye to his hands. 

2 Serg. Have an eye to his legs. [-Earewnf. 

Doth Fin as melanclioly now I 

Chart, Villanous, spiteful luck! I'll hold my life 
some of these saucy drawers betrayed him. 

Dratr^ We, sir ! no, by gad, sir, we scorn to have a 
Judas in our company. 

Lever, No, no ; he was dogged in : this is the end of 
all dicing. 

Dolh This is the end of all whores, to fall into the 
hands of knaves. Dniwcr, tie my shoe, prithee ; the 
new knot, as thou seest this. Philip is a good honest 
gentleman : I love liim because he'll spend ; but when 
I saw him on his father’s hobby, and a brace of punks 
following him in a coach, I told him ho would run out* 
Hast done, boy 1 

Draw. Yes, forsooth: by my troth, you have a dainty 
log. 

Di)ll, How now, goodman rogue 1 

Draw. Nay, sweet Mistress Doll. 

Doll, Doll ! you reprobate : out, you bawd for seve^i 
years by the custom of the city I 

Draw, Good Mistress Dorothy, the pox take me if I 
touched your leg but to a good intent* 

D(tli, Prate you ? the rotten-toothed rascal wiU for 
sixpence fetch any whore to his master’s customers; 
and is every one that swims in a taffata gown lettoce 
for your lips ? Ud’s life, this is rare, that gentletromen 

^ Span*emmter, was a boy’s game played with counters 
coimler, the prison. 
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and drawers must suck at one spiggot. Do you laugh, 
you unseasonable puckfistl ' do you grin ? 

Chart. Away, drawer: hold, prithee, gocnl rogue; 
hold, my sweet Doll : a |K)X a^this swaggering. 

DoU. Pox a* your guts, your kidneys ; mow, hang 
ye, rook. Pm as melancholy now os Fleet-street in a 
long vacation. 

Lever. Melancholy < come, well ha’ some mulled sack. 

Doll. When begins the term ? 

Chart. Wliy? hast any suits to bo tried at West- 
minster ? 

Doll. My suits, you base rullian, have been tried at 
Westminster already. So soon as ever the tenn begins, 
I’ll changt my lodging, it stands out alh way ; 111 lie 
about Charing-cross, for if there be any stirrings, there 
we shall have ’em : or if some Dutchman would come 
from the States — 0, these Flemings pay soundly for 
what th(^ take ! 

Lever. If thou’t have a hnlging westward, l)oll, 111 
fit thee. 

Dc^l. At Tyburn, will you not ? a Icslging of your 
providing! to be called a lieutenant’s , or a captain’s 
wench! 0, I scorn to bo one of your low-country 
commodities, I ! Is this body made to Ik; maintained 
with provant and dead pay ? no ; the mercer must be 
paid, and satin gowns must be ta’en up. 

Chart. And gallon jwts must be tumbled down. 

Doll. Stay; I have had a plot a breeding in my 
hiains, — are all the Quest-houses broken upf^ 

^ Puekfiii, perhaps, originally, puff-fist, the /un{fit4 caUed 
and, metaphimeSUy, empty fellow, senm of the earth. 

’ The boniies in which the nuisance inquests were 
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Lever, Ye«, long since : what then ? 

Doll, What then ! marry, then ia the wind come 
about, and for those p(K)r wenches that before Christ- 
mas fled westward with bag and l»aggage come now 
sailing alongst tlie lee shore with a northerly wind, and 
we that had warrants to lie without the lilj»erties come 
now dropping into the freedom by owl-light sncakingly. 

Chart, But, Doll, wliat’s the j>lot tliou spakest of? 

Doll, Marry, this. (Tentlemeii and tuhacco-stinkers, 
and such like, are still luizzing where sweet-meats are, 
like flie^, but they make any flesh stink that they blow 
Upon : I w’lll leave, those fellows, therefore, in the hands 
of their laundresses. Silver ia the king's stamp ; man 
God's atamj), and a woman is man s stiimp ; we are not 
curreivt till we pass from one man to another 
Both, Very g<^K)d. 

Doll, I will, therefore, take a fair house in the city; 
no matter though it lie a tavern that has blown up his 
master ; it shall Iw in trade still, for I know divers 
taverns i' th' town that have but a wall between them 
and n hot-house.^ It shall then he given out that 
I’m a gentlewoman of such a birth, such a wealth, have 
had such a breeding, and so forth, and of such a car- 
riage, and such qualities, and so forth : to set it off the 
better, old Jack Hornet shall take upon him to be mf 
father. 

Lever, Excellent ! with a cliain about his neck, and 
so forth. 

Doll. For that Saint Martin's and we will talk.^ I 
know we shall have gudgeons bite presently ; if they 
do, boys, you sliall live like knights' fellows : as occar 
Aon serves, you shall wear liveries and wait, but whan 

^ Bagnio^ house of iU foina. ’ See flMls, page 91. 
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guild are my wind-fall8| you shall be gentlemen and 
keep them coin|>any. Seek out Jack Hornet incon- 
tinently. 

Lever, Wo will. Come, Chartley, we*ll play our 
parts, I warrant. 

D()IL Do so. 

The world’s a stage, from which strange shapes wo 
borrow ; 

To-day wo are honest, and mnk knaves to-morrow. 

[Exemt, 

Scene III. — Mayhnri/t< Hnu»(\ 

Enter Maybkury, Bkllamont, and n Prentice. 

May, \Vi..jrc is your mistress, villain? when wont 
she abroad ? 

Pren, Abrofid, sir ! why, as soon ns .sh(3 was u]), sir. 
May, Up, sir, down, sir I so, sir. MasUn Jkdlamoat, 
I will tell you a strange secret in nature ; this boy is 
my wife’s liawd. 

Be//. 0, fie, sir, fie ^ the l>oy, he duos not Iwk like 
a bawd ; lie has no double chin. 

Prm, No, sir, nor my breath does not sUnk ; 1 smell 
not of garh^ or acquavit® ; I use not to Ikj drunk wdth 
sack and sii^r ; 1 swear not, God damn me if 1 know 
where the party is, when ’tis a lie, and 1 do know ; I 
was never carted, but in harvest . never whipt, but at 
school ; never liad the grincomes ; ^ never sold one 
maidenhead ten several times, first to an Englishman, 
then to a Welchman, then to a Dutchman, then to a 
pocky Frenchman : I hope, sir, I am no liawd then. 
May, Tliou art a baboon, and boldest me with tricks, 

^ miKoffie#, the venereal diseaee. 
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whilst my wife grafts, grafts : away, trudge, run, search 
her out hy land and by water, 

Pren, Well, sir, the land 1*11 ferret, and after that 
1*11 search her by water, for it may be she*8 gone to 
Brainfortl. [Exit 

May. Inquire at one of mine aunts.' 

Bt'lL One of your aunts 1 are you mad ^ 

May, Yea, as many of the twelve companies are, 
troubled, troubled. 

BvlL I’ll chide you ; go to, I’ll chide you soundly. 

May, 0 Master Bellaniont I 

Bell, 0 Master Mayberry ! before your servant to 
dance a Lancashire hornpipe * it shews worse to me 
than dancing does to a deaf man that sees not the 
fiddles : ’sfool, you talk like a player. 

May, If a player talk like a madman, or a fool, or an 
ass, and knows not what ho talks, then I’m one. You 
are a poet, Miuster Bellaniont; I will liestow a* piece of 
plate upon you to bring iny wife upon the stage : would 
not her humour please gentlemen ? 

Bell, I think it would : yours would make gentlemen 
as fat as fools. I would give two pieces of plate to have 
you stand by me when I were to write a jealous man*s 
part Jealous men ore either knaves or coxcombs ; be 
you neither : you wear yellow hose without cause. 

May, Without cause, when my mare bears double! 
without cause ! 

Bell, And witliout wit 

May, When two virginal^ jacks skip up, as the key 
of my instrument goes down ! 

' AimtA— A cant term for a proenrew or prostitute. 

* A viryinal was an instniment d the spinoet kiiid» like 
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Bell, They are two wicked elders. 

May, When niy wife a ring does smoke for't. 

Bell, Your wife's ring may deceive you. 

May, O Master Jiellamont ! had it not >»oen my wife 
had made me a cuckold, it should never have grieved me. 

Bell. You wrong her, up(»n my soul. 

May, No, she wrongs me upon her Ixxly. 

Enhr a Sbhvingmax, 

Dell, Now, hlue^-lK^ttlol what flutter you for, sea-pie? 

Not to catch fish, sir : my young master, your 
son, ]\Iast6r Philip, is taken prisoner. 

Bell. By the Dunkirks 

tkn^\ Worse , hy catch{K)ll8 he’s encountered. 

Bell. 8hau 1 never see that prcnligal come home ? 

Serr. Yes, sir, if you'll fetch him out, you may kill 
a calf for him. 

Bell, For liow’ much lies ho ? 

Serr. The debt is fourscore pound : marry, he charged 
me to tell you it was loiirscore and ten, so that he lies 
only for the o<ld ten pound, 

Bell. His child’s part^ shall now Iks paid ; this money 
shall 1)0 his lost, and this vexation the l^t of mine. 
If you ha<l such a son Master Mayberry ! 

May. To sueli a wife — 'twere an csxcellent (jouj)le. 

Bell. Kelease him, and release me of much sorrow f 
I will buy a son no more ; go, redeem him. 

[JEW7 Servingman. 

a mall piano: *Mn a viryinal,’* says Bacon, soon as 
ever the jark falleth, and toucheth the stnng, the sound 
eeaeeth.*’— D yck. 

^ Blue was the colour appropriated to the dresses of the 
lowOT classes, and especially of aervants. 

* The Dunkirk pdTateers. 

* His portion. 
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E7iter Prentice a7ul Mayberry’s Wife. 

Pren. Here’s the party, sir. 

May. Hence, and lock fast the doors : now is my prise. 

Pren. If she beat you not at your own weapon, would 
her buckler were cleft in two pieces. [Exit. 

Bell. I will not have you handle her too roughly. 

May. No, I will, like a justice of peace, grow to the 
point. Are not you a whore 1 never start ; thou art a 
clothworker, and hast turnetl me. 

Wife. How, sir? into what, sir, have I turned you! 

May. Into a civil ^uit, into a sober beast, a land-rat, a 
cuckold t thou art a common lied-fellow, art not, art notl 

Wife. Sir, this language ti> me is strange, 

1 uuderstaud it not. 

May. O, you study the French now ! 

Wife, tiood sir,— lend me patience ! 

May. I nmde a sallad of that herb du’st see these 
flesh hooks ? I could tear out those false eyes, those 
cat’s eyes, that can see m the night ; punk, I could. 

Bell. Hear her answer for herself. 

Wife. Good Master Bellaniont, 

Let him not do me violence. Dear sir, 

Should any but \ i)urself shoot out these names, 

I would put ofi’ all female modesty, 

To be reveng'd on him. 

May. Know’st tlu»u this ringl 
There has been old ruuiuug at the ring since I went 

Wife. Yes, sir, this ring is mine ; he was a vilkiii, 
That stole it from my hand ; he was a villain, 

^ Faiintce was the name of an herb. 
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That put it into yours. 

May. They were no villains, 

When they stood stoutly for me, took your part, 
And, 'stead of colours, fought under my sheets. 

Wife. I know not what you moan. 

May. They lay with thee : I mean plain dealing. 

Wife. W'ith me 1 if ever I had thought unclean, 
In detestation of your nuptial pillow, 

Let sulphur droj> from heaven, and nail my body 
Dead to this earth ^ That «lav»% that damned fury, 
Whose whijis are in your tongue to torture me, 
Casting an eye unlawful on my cheek, 

Haunted your threshold daily, and threw forth 
All tempting liaits t\ljuh lust and credulous youth 
Apply to our Irail «cx , hut those lieing weak, 

The secoml siege he laid was in sweet wonls. 

May. And then the hreacli was made. 

Bell, ^^ay, nay, hear all. 

Wife. At last he takfjs me sitting at your door, 
Seizes my palm, and, hy the charm of oaths 
Back to restore it straight, he wouuny liand 
To crown his hngfjr with that hoop of gold. 

I did demand it, but be, mad with mge 
And with desires unbridled, fled, and vow’d 
That ring should me undo ; and now Ijelike 
His spells have wrought on you : but I liesoech you 
To dare him to my face, and in mean time 
Deny me bed-room, drive me from your lioard, * 
Disgrace me in the habit of your slave. 

Lodge m% in some discomfortable vault, 

Where neither sun nor moon may touch my sight, 
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Till of this slander I my soul acquite. 

Bell, Guiltless, u[K>n my soul. 

May, Trotli, so think L 
I now draw in your bow, as I before 
Supjx^s’d they drew in mine : my stream of jealousy 
Eblxs l)ack again, and 1 that like a horse 
Ran blind-fold in a mill, all in one circle, 

Yet thouglit 1 had gone fore-right, now spy my error. 
Villains, you have abusM me, and I vow 
Sharp vengeance on your heads. Drive in your tears ; 
I take your wonl y’are honest, urhich good men, 

Verj’ gooti men, will scarce do to their wives. 

I will bring homo these seriKjnts, and allc>w them 
The heat of mine own lx>som : wife, I charge you, 

Set out your 'haviours towards them in such colours 
As if you had l)f?ien their whore ; I’ll have it so. 

I’ll candy r»Vr my wonls, and sleek my brow, 

Entreat ’em that they would not tK>int at me, 

Nor mock my horns : with this ann I’ll embrace 'em, 

And with this go to ! 

Wife, O, we shall have niunler ’ you kill my heart. 
May, No, I will shed no blood ; 

But I will l)e reveng’d ; they that do wrong 
Teach others w'ay to right. I’ll fetch my blow 
Fair and afar off, and, as fencers use, 

Though at the foot 1 strike, the head 111 bruise. 

Bell, 111 join with you ; let’s walk — 0, here’s my son ! 

Elder Phiup and Sakvingman. 

Welcome ashore, sir: from whence come you, prayt 
FkiL From the house of prayer and fasting, the 
Counter. 
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* BelL Art not thou ashamed to be seen come out of a 
prison ? 

P7ii7. Noj God s my judge ; but I was ashamed to 
go into prison. 

Bell, I am told, sir, that you spend your credit and 
your coin upon a light woman. 

Phil, I ha’ seen light gold, sir, pass away amongst 
mercers. 

BpIL And that you have laid thirty or forty pounds 
upon her back in taffata gowns, and silk pcjtticoats. 

Phi/, None but tailors will say so : I ne’er laid any- 
thing u|K)n her back. I confess I took u[> a petticoat 
and a raised fore-part for her ; but who has to do with 
that) 

May. Mali'}, that has every Ixniy, Master Pliilip. 

BpU, Leave her company, or leave me, for she’s a 
woman of an ill name, 

Phil. Her name is Dorothy, sir ; I hope that’s no ill 
name. • 

Bell, Wliat is she t what wilt thou do with her ? 
Phil. ’Sblood, sir, what does he with her ! * 

Bell. Do’st mean to marry her ? of what birth is she 1 
what are her comings in 1 what docs she live upon ? 

Phtl. Rents, sir, rents, she lives u[>on her rents, and 
1 can have her 7 
Bell. You can t 

Phil. Nay, father, if destiny dog me, I must have 
her. You have often told me the nine muses are all 
women, and you deal with them ; may not I the better 
be allowed one than you so many? Look you, sir, 
the northern man loves white-meats, the southern man 

* * ^ L e. What does Mayberry do with his wiUm 
VOL. L O 
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ealladsy the Essex man a calf, the Kentish man a wag- 
tail, the Lancashire man on egg-pie, the Welchman 
leeks and cheese, and your Londoners raw mutton ; so, 
father, God b’ ye, I was born in London. 

Bell. Stay, look you, sir : as he that lives upon sal- 
lads without mutton feeds like an ox, (for he eats grass, 
you know,) yet rises as hungry as an ass ; and as he 
that makes a dinner of leeks will have lean cheeks : so 
thou, foolish Londoner, if nothing but raw mutton can 
diet thee, look to live like a fool and a slave, and to die 
like a beggar, and a knave. Come, Master Mayberry, 
Farewell, boy. 

Ph%L Farewell, father snot.^ Sir, if I have her, Til 
spend more in mustard and vinegar in a year than both 
you in beef. 

Both, More saucy knave thou. \Exeunt. 


ACT 11 . — SCBNB 1 . 


Enter Hornet, Doll ; Leverpool and Chartlby, 
like Servimjmen. 

Hornet, 

^M 1 like a fiddler’s base viol, new set up, in 
a good case, boys? is’t neat, is it terse? 
am I handsome, ha? 

Owines. Admirable, excellent! 

DcXl. An under sheriff cannot cover a knave more 
cunningly. 

Lever. ’Sfoot, if he should come before a churdi- 
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warden^ he would make him pew-fellow with a loixl^a 
steward at least 

Hot. If I had but a staff in my hand, fools would 
think I were one of Simon and Jude’s^ gentlemen 
ushers, and that my apparel were hired. They my 
three tailors go to the making up of a man, but I'm suid 
I had four tailors and a half went to the making of me 
thus ; this suit, though it ha* been canvassed well, yet 
'tis no law suit, for *twas desjmtchcd sooner than a 
[)osset on a wedding night. 

Do//, Why, I toll thee, Jack Honiet, if tlie devil 
and all the brokers m I^mg-lane^ had rilled their wnrtl. 
rol)C, they would ha* Ijoen damned before they had 
fitU^d thee thus. 

Ho/\ Pui.k, I shall Imui simple father for you. How 
does my chain show, now I walk ? 

Do//. If thou wcrt hung in chains, thou couldst not 
show better. 

C7wirf.*But how set our blue coats on our backs ? 

Do//. As they do upon bankrout retainers* Itficks at 
Saint George’s feast in I/jndon ; but at Westminster, it 
makes *em sconi the hidge of their t)ccupation : there 
the bragging velun'-canioned ® hobby-horses jirance up 
and down, as if some a* the tilters Inul ridden 'em. 

Hor. Nay, 'sfoot, if they Ims hankrouts, 'tis like some 
have ridden *era ; and thereupon the citizen's proverb 
rises, when he says, he trusts to a broken staff. 

D&H. Hornet^ now you play my father, take heed 
you be not out of your part, and shame your adopted 
daughter. 


^ Old Lord May<Hr*8 day. 

• * Leog-lane, West Simth£ieki,then anOldClotfaes repository 
^ Fe/are, Frmcfa, readers, velvet. 
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Hor. I will look gravely, Doll, (do you see, boys ?) 
like the foreman of a jur}% and speak wisely, like a 
Latin schoolmaster, and be surly and dogged and proud, 
like the keeper of a prison. 

Lerer. You must lie horribly, when you talk of your 
lands. 

Hor. No shopkeeper shall outlie me, nay, no fencer : 
when I hem, you shall duck ; when I cough and 
spit gobbetvS, Doll 

Dolf. The pox .sh.'dl be in your lungs, Hornet. 

Hor. No, Doll , tliose with their high shoes shall 
tread me out. 

Doll. All the lessons that I ha’ pricked out for ’em 
is, when the wtnithercock of my Ixnly turns towartis 
them, to stand bare. 

H(o'. And not to be saucy, as servingmen are. 

Chart. Como, come, we ai-e no such creatures as you 
take us for. 

Doll. If we have but good draughts in my [leter-boat, 
fresh salmon, you sweet villains, shall l)e no meat with 
us. 

Hor. ’Sfoot, nothing moves my cholor but that my 
chain is copper ; but ’tis no matter : bettor men than 
old Jack Hornet have rode up Holbom with as bad a 
thing about their nocks os this : your right whlffler^ 
indeed hangs himself in Saint Martin’s,^ and not in 
Cheapside.® 

Dali. Peace, somebody rings ! run, both, whilst he 

^ Whiffler was, of old, strictly a TOrson who cleared the 
way in a procession, and especiimy mere (whifflers, wbiffers, 
ironi whir, a puff of wind). The term was also used, as now, 
for tnfling, fantastical fellows, mere empty puffii. 

* iSami Jilartin*s. See note, p. 91. 

* Cheapeide was long in repute for its silk mercers, linen 
drapers, and hosiers.— C uhicuioium’s ff. B. of Londim. 
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^ has the rope in’s hand ; if it be a prize, halo him, if a 
man a’ war, blow him up, or hang him out at the main- 
yard's end. l^Exeunt Ij^rerpiKil ami Cliaiihy} 

Hot. But what ghosts, ( — hold uj), iny fine girl, — ) 
wliat ghosts haunt thy house 1 

D*ill O, 'why, divers. 1 have a clothier's factor or 
two, a grocer that would fain pej>j)er me, a Welch cap- 
tain that lays hard siege, a DuU-h morehant that would 
ejicnd all that he’s able to make i’ tli' Low Countries 
but to take measure <if my llolliuid sheets when I lie 
in Vm — I hear trampling ; 'ti« my Flemish hoy. 

Enhf LEVEitrooi., CiiAurLKY, ami Hans Van Belch. 

Ham<. Dar is vur you, and vor you, een, urea, drio, 
vier, ano vive skilling, drinks skcllum upsie frecse, 
nernpt,^ data, vor driuck gelt. 

Lwi\ Till our crowns emck again, l\fa3tcr liana 
Van Belch. 

Hama, How ia ’t met you, how is 't, vro? vrolick?* 

Doll. Ick vare well, Gol danke you : nay, I’m an 
apt scholar, anil can lake. 

Ham. Datt is goo<l ; datt is good. Ick can neet stay 
long, for Ick heh en skip come now upon de valor. O 
mine echonon* vro, we sail dance lanteera teera, and 
suig Ick drincks to y4m min heer van— What man is 
dat, vro ? 

ffor. Nay, pray, sir, on. 

JSons. "Vniat hondsfoot is dat, Dorothy 1 

Ddl. Tis my father. 

Ham. Gott’s saorament^ your vader ! why seyghen 


^Supplied ^ Mn DyccC 
* Woman. Jolly. 


* .VeAmn, '^take.” 

^ Schone, pretty.” 
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you niet^ so to met Mine heart, ’tis mine all great 
desire to call you mine vader ta, for Ick love dis schonen 
vro your dochterkiii. 

Ho}\ Sir, you jire welcome in the way of honesty. 

Kam, Ick bedauck you : Ick heb so ghe founden 
vader. 

Ho)\ What^s your name, I pray t 

Ham. Min nom bin Hans Van Belch, 

Hor. Hans Van Belch ! 

Ham. Yau, yau, ’tis so, ’tia so ; de dronken man is 
alteet remember me. 

Hor. Do you play the merchant, son lielch t 

Ha7i8. Yau, va<ler. led heb de skip swim now upon 
de vatcr : if you endouty, go up in de little skip dat go 
so, and bo pulled up to Wapping. Ick sail bear you on 
my back, and hang you about min neck into min groet 
skip. 

Hor. He says, Doll, ho would have thee to Wapping, 
and hang thee. 

l)olh No, father, I understand him: but, Master 
Hans, I would not be seen hanging about any man’s 
neck, to be counted his jewel, for any gold. 

Hor. Is your father living, Master Hans ? 

Ham. Yau, yau, min vader heb schonen husen’^ in 
Ausburgh ; groet min heer^ is mine voder’s broder ; mine 
vader liob land, and bin full of fee, dat is, beasts, cattle. 

Chari. He’s lousy, belike. 

Hans. Mill vader bin de grotest fookei^in all Ausburgh. 

Doll The greatest whatt 

Lever. Fooker, he says. 

Doll. Out upon him. 

^ Said you not. ’ Fine houses. 

< Gentleman. ^ Fokker, Dutch, breeder of cattle.” 
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* Han$, Yau, yau, fooker is en groet min her, he's en 
eldetman van^ city. Got'a sacrament, wat is de clock! 
Ick met stay. 

Hor. Call his watch before you, if you can. [A waJtch. 

DoU. Hero’s a pretty thing I do these wheels spin 
up the hours 7 what’s a clock 7 

Hans. Acht, yau, *tia acht.* 

DoU. We can hear neither clock nor jack going ; we 
dwell in such a place, that I fear I shall never find the 
way to church, because the bells hang so far : suck a 
watcli as this would make me go down witli the lamb 
and be up with the lark. 

Ham, Seghen you so, dor it to. 

Doll. 0, fie, I do but jest, for in truth I could never 
abide a watch. 

Ham, Gott’a sacrament, Ick uiet hob it any more. 

[Extf Leverpool. 

Doll.^ Another peal ! Good father, launch out this 
Hollander. 

Hor, Come, Master Belch, I will bring you to the 
water-side, perhaps to Wapping, and there I'll leave you. 

Hans. Ick bedanck you, voder. \ExeunU 

Doll. They say whores and bawds go by clocks, but 
wliat a Manasscs is this to buy twelve hours so dearly, 
and then be begged out of 'em so easily ! He'll be out 
at heels shortly sure, for he's out about the clocks ^ 
already. 0 foolish young man, how doest thou spend 
thy time ! 

Enter LavsnpooL^fraf, then Allum and Chabujiv. 

Lsmer, Your grocer. 

f Of the. * Eight. 


* 1.6. of the stockings. 
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Doll, Nay, 'sfoot, then 1*11 change my tune. — I may 
cause such leaden-heeled rascals — Out of my sight ! — A 
knife, a knife, I say ! — 0, Master Allum, if you love a 
woman, draw out your knife, and undo me, undo me ! 

All, Sweet Mistress Dorothy, what should you do 
with a knife? it’s ill meddling with edge tools. What’s 
the matter, masters ? Knife ! God bless us. 

Leimr, *Sfoot, what tricks at noddy^ are these ? 

Doll, O, I shall burst, if I cut not my lace, I*m so 
vext ! My father ho*a rid to court about a matter of a 
thousand pound weight : and one of his men, like a 
rogue as ho is, is rid another way for rents ; I looked 
to have had him up yesterday, and up to day, and yet 
he shows not his head ; sure he*s run away, or robbed 
and run through. And here was a scrivener but even 
now, to put my father in mind of a bond that will )ye 
forfeit this night, if the money be not paid, Master 
Allum, Such cross fortune ! 

All, How much is the bond ? • 

Chart, 0 rare little villain ! 

DoU, My father could take up, upon the bareness of 
his word, five hundred pound, and five too. 

All, is the debt ? 

Doll, But he scorns to be — and I scorn to be — 

All, Prithee, sweet Mistress Dorothy, vex not ; how 
mucli is it ? 

DoU, Alas, Master Allum, ’tis but poor fifty pound I 

All, If that be all, you shall upon your word take 
up so much with me : another time I’ll nm as far in 
your books. 

^ Leverpool plays on the double meaning of the word 
noddy, which signifies both a game at cards and a foaL — 
Dtce. 
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Doll. Sir, I know not how to repay this kindness ; 
but when luy father — 

All. Tush, tush, ’tis not worth tlie talking: just 
fifty pound ! when is it to be paid ? 

Doll. Between one and two. 

Lever, That^s we three. 

All. Let one of your men go along, and I'll send 
your fifty pound, 

Doll. You 80 land me, sir 1 — Go, sirrah — Master Allan), 
I lia' some quinces brought from our house i’ th' coun- 
try to preserve : whcMi shall have any good sugar 
come over ? The wars in Barbary make sugar at such 
an excessive rate, you pay sweetly now, 1 warrant, sir, 
do you not? 

All You ball have a whole chest of sugar, if you 
jilcasc. 

Doll Nay, by my faith, four or five loaves will l>o 
enough, and I’ll pay you at iny first child, Master Allum. 

All. Content, i' faith: your man shall bring all 
under one. I'll borrow a kiss of you at parting. 


Enter Cai»tain Jenkins. 


Doll. You shall, sir ; I Ixirrow more of jou. 

[Exeunt Allum ami LeverjKfol. 

CharU Save you, captain, 

Doll Welcome, good Captain Jenkins. 

Oopf. What is he, a barber-surgeon, that drest your 
lips sot 

Doll A barber ! he’s my tailor : I bid him measure 
how high he would make the standing collar of my new 
taffiitd gown before, and he, as tailors will be saucy and 
lickerish, laid me o’er the lips. 
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Capt. Uds blood, I’ll lay him 'cross tipon his coxcomb 
next day. 

DolL You know ’tis not for a gentlewoman to stand 
with a knave for a small matter, and so I would not 
strive with liim, only to l)e rid of him. 

Capf. If 1 take master prick-louse ramping so high 
again, by this iron, whicli is none a’ God’s angel, I’ll 
make him know how to kiss your blind cheeks sooner. 
Mistress Dorothy Hornet, I would not have you be a 
hornet to lick at cowsherds, but to sting such shreds of 
rascality : will you sing A tailor shall have me, my joy? 

Doth Captain, I’ll lie led by you in any thing ; a 
tailor, foil ! 

Capt, Of what stature or size have you a stomach to 
have your husband now ? 

DoH, Of the meanest stature, captain ; not a size 
longer than yourself nor shorter. 

Capt By God ’tis well said ; all your beet captains 
in the Low Countries are no taller as I ; but why of 
my pitch. Mistress Doll ? 

Dolt Because your smallest arrows fly farthest. Ah, 
you little hard-favoured villain, but sweet villain 1 I 
love thee because thou’t draw a my side : hang the 
rogue that will not flght for a woman ! 

Capt Uds blood, and hang him for urse^ than a rogue 
that will slash and cut for an oman, if she be a whore* 

DM. Prithee, good Captain Jenkins, teach me to 
speak some Welch : methinks a Welchman’s tongue is 
the neatest tongue— 

Capt As any tongue in the arid, unless Cra ma 
orees,^ that’s urse. 

1 Worse. 


* The Irish Ora ma chrt. 
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^ Doll. How do you say : I love you witli all my heart ? 

Capi. Mi cara irhee^ en heJJon. 

DoU. Mi cara lohjee^ en hdhhouwK 

Capt Hell-hound ! O mon dicu ! Mi cara wJme^ en 
hellm, 

DoiL 0, wi cara tcliee^ en Jbelhm, 

Capt O, an* you went to writin«'-school twenty score 
year in Wales, hy Sosu, you cannot have Imtter utter- 
ance for Welch. 

DoU. Come tit me, come tat me, come throw a kiss 
at me — how is that ? 

Capt. By ga<l, I know not what yuur tit-mes and tat- 
nies are, but mee uatlia, — ’s bluoti, I know what kisses 
be as well as 1 know a Welch hook. If you will go 
down with ^'hropshire carriers, you shall have Welch 
enough in your pellies forty weeks, 

Doll. Say, captain, that I shouhl follow your colours 
into your /country, how shouhl I fare there 1 

Cajjf. Fare ! by Sesu, O there is the most abomin- 
able ^ scer,^ and wider silver pots to drink in, and softer 
peds to lie upon and do our necessary pusiness, and 
fairer houses, and i>arks, and holes for conies, and more 
money, besides toasted secse^ and butter-milk in Nortli 
Wales, diggon,* Viesides harps, and Welch frieze, and 
goats, and cow-heels, and metheglin. Ouh ! it may be set 
in the kemicles.^ Will you march thither? 

Doll. Not with your Shropshire carriera, captain. 

Capt Will you go with Captaiu Jenkin, and see bis 
cousin Madoc ap an Jenkin there? and I'll run head- 

^ lleied here in a favommble sense. * Cheer. ’ Cheese. 

^ Webh, enough, sufficiency.*’ * Chronicles. 
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longs by and by, and batter away money for a new 
coach to jolt you in, 

Doll, Bestow your coach upon me, and two young 
white mares, and you shall see how 111 ride. 

Capf, Will you ? by all the leeks that are worn on 
Saint JIavy’s day, I will buy not only a coach with four 
wheels, but also a white mare and a stone horse too, 
because they shall traw you very lustily, as if the devil 
were in their arses. 

Maets Philip. 


Hr)W now, more tailors 1 
Phil, IIow, sir, tailors ! 

Do! I, 0, good Captain, ^tis my cousin ! 

Capt, Is he? I will cousin you then, sir, too, one day. 
Phil, I hope, sir, then to cozen you too. 

Capt, By gad I hobe so. Farewell, Sidanen.' [Exit 


Enier Lbvbrpool, at another door. 

Lever, Here’s both money and sugar. 

DolL 0 sweet villain ! set it up. 

[Exity ari/l re-enter pre$erdly^ 

Phil, ’S foot, what tame swaggerer was this I met^ 
Doll? 

Doll. A captain, a captain ; but hast scaped the Dun* 
kirks, ^ honest Philip? Philip-rials are not more wel* 
come : did thy father pay the shot ? 

^ Sidantn, — ** Sidanen, a. f. dim. (sidoo) that is silken, or 
made of silk. It is the name of an old tune ; alwo on tpithiU 
/or a HHt woman/ and has been applied particnlarly to (^eeo 
jBlisaDeth.” — O wen’s Diciioncuy of (he Welch Lanyuofft. 

^ The Dunku'k privateers. 
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Phil, He paid that shot, and then sliot pistoleta into 
my pocket : Imrk, wencli ; chink, chink, 

Makes the punk wanton, and the bawd to wink. [Capers, 

Chart, 0 rare music ! 

Letter. Heavenly consort,' better than old Moone’s ! 

Phil, But wliy, why, Doll, go these two like beaillea 
in blue ? ha ? 

Doll. Tliere’s a moral in that. FIm off your skins, 
you precious cannilals. O, that the Welch captain 
were hero again, and a drum with him ! I could march 
now, ran, tan, tan, tara, ran, tan, Uin. Sirrah l*hilip, 
has thy father any plate in house 1 

Phil, Enough to set up a goldsmith's shop. 

Doll, Can'st not borrow some of it 1 Wo shall have 
guests to-morrow or next day, and I would Ber\ e the 
hungry ragamuflins in plate, though 'twere none of mine 
own. 

Phil, I ^lall hardly borrow it of him, but I could 
get one of mine aunts to l>eat the bush for me, and she 
might get the bird. 

Doll, Why, prithee, let me l>o one of thine aunts,* 
and do it for me then : as Tm virtuous and a gentle* 
woman, 111 re.store. 

Phil, Say no more : lis done, 

Drdl, What manner of man is thy father? 'afoot, I'd 
fain see the witty monkey, because thou sayost he's a 
poet. I'll tell thee what 111 do. Leverpool or Chart- 
ley shall, like my gentleman-usher, go to him, and say 
such a lady sends for him about a sonnet or an epitaph 
for her child that died at nurse, or for some device 


^ Cobeert. * A cant term for a wonum of bod character 
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about a mask or so ; if he comes, you shall stand in *a 
comer, and see in what state I’ll bear myself : he does 
not know me, nor my lodging ? 

PhiL No, no. 

DolL Is’t a match, sirs 1 shall’s be merry with him 
and his muse ? 

Omnes, Agreed; any acaflfold to execute knavery upon. 

Doll, ril send then my vant-courier presently ; in 
the mean time march after the captain, scoundr^ 
Come, hold me up : 

Look how Sabrina sunk th' river Severn, 

So will we four be drank i* th’ Shipwreck Tavern. 

[Eomint 

Scene II. 

Enter Bellamont, Mayberuy, awl Mistress 
Mayberry. 

May. Come, wife, our two gallants will l>e here pre- 
sently. I have promised them the best of entertain- 
ment, with protestation never to reveal to thee their 
slander. I will have thee l>ear thyself as if thou modest 
a feast upon Simon and Jude’s day to country gentle* 
women that came to see the pageant : ^ bid them ex- 
tremely welcome, though thou wish their throats cat ; 
'tis in fashion. 

Wife. O GUkI I I shall never endure them. 

Bell. Endure them ! you are a fool. Make it you? 
cose, as it may he many women’s of the freedom, that 
you had a friend in private, whom your husband ahoold 
lay to his bosom, and he in requital should lay his^wife 

^ The Lord Mayor's show. 



NORTHWARD HOE. 


207 


8c. n.] 


to*his bosom ; what treads of the toe, salutations by 
winks, discourse by bitings of the lij), amorous glances, 
sweet stolen kisses, when your husband’s turned, 
would pass between you ! liear yourself to Greensbield, 
as if you did love him for affecting you so entirely, not 
Inking any notice of his journey : they’ll put more tricks 
upon you. You told me, Greensbield means to bring 
his sister to your house, to have her lx)ard here. 

May. Right. She’s some cracked demi-culvorin that 
hath miscarried in service: no matter though it be 
some charge to me for a time, I care not. 

Wife. Lord, was there ever such a lius})and I 

May. Wliy,woul(lest thou have me suffer their tongues 
to run at large in ordinaries and cockpits ? Though 
the knaves d * lie, I tell you, Master Kellamorit, lies 
that come from stem looks and satin outsides, and gilt 
rapiers also, will Ije put up and go for current. 

Bell» Ri^ht, sir; ’tis a small spark gives fire to a 
beautiful woman’s discredit. 

May. I will therefore use them like informing knaves 
in this kind ; make iq) their mouths with silver, and 
after be revenged upon them. I was in doubt I should 
have grown fat of late : an’ it were not for lawsuits and 
fear of our wives, wo rich men should grow out of all 
compass. They come. 


Enter GREsysHim^D ancl Feaiiierhtone. 


My worthy friends, welcome : look, my wife’s colour 
rises already. 

Orem, You have not made her acquainted with the 
diaoofexyt 



208 NORTHWARD HOE. [act ii. 

May, Of by no means ! ye see, gentlemen, the afifefc- 
tion of an old man : 1 would fain make all whole again. 
Wife, give entertainment to our new acquaintance : 
your lips, wife ; any woman may lend her lips without 
her husband's privity, 'tis allowable. 

Wf/e. You are very welcome. I think it be near 
dinner time, gentlemen : I'll wilP the maid to cover, 
and return presently, 

Bel/, God's precious, why doth she leave them *1 

May, 0, 1 know her stoniacli : slie is but retired into 
another chamber, to ease her heart with crying a little. 
It hath ever been her humour; she hath done it five or 
six times in a day, when courtiers have been here, if any- 
thing hath been out of order, and yet, every return, 
laughed and been as merry. And how is it, gentlemen t 
you arc well acquainted with this room, are you not ? 

Orem, I had a delicate banquet once on that tabic. 

May, In good time : but you are better acquainted 
with my bed-chamber. 

Bell, Were the cloth-of-gold cushions set forth at 
your entertainment? 

Feath, Yes, sir. 

May, And the cloth-of-tissue vallance ? 

Featlu They are very rich ones. 

May [asule'], God refuse me, they are lying rascals 1 
I have no such furniture. 

Green, I protest it was the strangest, and yet withal 
tlie happiest fortune, that we should meet you two at 
Ware, that ever redeemed such desolate actions. I 
would not wrong you again for a million of Londons. 


> FTiW—bid. 
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May. No ? Do you want any money 1 or if you be 
in debt, (I am a hundred pound i’ th’ sulisidy,)^ com- 
mand me. 

Feath, Alas, good gentleman ! Did you ever read of 
the like patience in any of your ancient Komans ? 

Bell. You see what a sweet face in a velvet cap can 
do : your citizen’s wives are like partridges, the hens 
are better than the cocks. 

Feath. I believe it in troth : sir, you did observe 
how the gentlewoman could not contain herself, when 
she saw us enter ? 

Bell. Right. 

Feath. For thus much I must speak in allowance of 
her modesty ; when 1 had her most private she would 
blush extrenely. 

Bell. Ay, I warrant you, and ask you if you would 
have such a great sin lie upon your conscience as to lie 
with anotjier man’s wife ? 

Feaih. In troth she would. 

Bell. And tell you there were maids enough in Lon- 
don, if a m§n were so viciously given, whose portions 
would help them to husbands, though gentlemen gave 
the first onset. 

Feaih. You are a merry old gentleman in faith, sir : 
mudi like to this was her language. 

Bell. And yet clip you with as voluntary a bosom, as 
if she had fallen in love with you at some Inns-a-court 
revels, and invited you by letter to her lodging. 

Feaih, Your knowledge, sir, is perfect without any 
information, 

^ u9d. He was assessed to that amount for the subsidy, or 
oompubory loan, then raising in the city for James L 

VOIi L P 
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May. I’ll go see what my wife is doing, gentle-* 
men : when my wife enters, shew her this ring, and 
’twill quit all suspicion. [Exit 

Fmih. Dost hear, Luke Gleenshield ! will thy wife 
be here presently 1 

Green, I left my boy to wait upon her. By this 
liglit, I think God provides ; for if this citizen had not 
^ut of his overj>lu8 of kindness protfered her her diet 
and lodging under the name of my sister, I could not 
have told what shift to have made, for the greatest part 
of my money is revolted ; we'il make more use of him. 
The whoreson rich innkeeper of Doncaster, her father, 
fehow’ed himself a rank ostler, to send her up at this 
time a year, and by the carrier too ; Was but a jade’s 
trick of him. 

Feath , But liave you instructed her to call you brother! 

(hem. Yes, and she’ll do it. 1 left her at Bosoms 
Inn she’ll be here presently. 

Enter Mayberry. 

Mity. Master Gnienshield, your sister i%come; my 
wife is entertaining lier : by the mass, I liave been upon 
her lips already. 

Enter Mistress Mayberry and Kate.* 

Lady, you are welcome. IxK>k you. Master Greendiield, 
because your sister is newly come out of the fresh air, 
and that to be pent up in a narrow lodging here i’ th* 
city may offend her health, she shall lodge at a garden- 

^ Bosoms /ntt.— In Lawrence-lane, Cbeapside, an old oor* 
rnption of Blossomfl Inn. i 

* Sapplied by Mr. l^po. 
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house of mine in Moorfields, where, if it please you and 
my worthy friend here to bear her . company, your 
several loilgings and joint commons, to the |>oor ability 
of a citizen, shall be provided. 

Feath. O God, sir. 

Maf/. Nay, no compliment ; your loves command it* 
Shall’s to dinner, gentlenien t Come, Master Bellamont. 

[Ej'myii Mayl>erry awl 

Gre^. ni be the gentlenmn-usher to this fair lady.' 

Here is your ring, Mistress : a thousand times, * 

and would have willingly lost my Ijest of maintenance 
that I might have found you half so tractable. 

JFifr, Sir, T am still myself. 1 know not by what 
means you have grown upon my husband : be much 
deceived in you, I take it. Will you go into dinner ? 0 
GckI, that I might have my will of him, and it were 
not for my husband, Td scratch out his eyes jiresently, 
• ^ f Ejrmtnt, 

Feaflu Welcome Ui London, Ixinny Mistress Kate ; 
thy husband little dreams of the familiarity that hath 
passed between thee and I, Kate. 

Jvo/f. No matter if he did. He ran away from me, 
like a base slave as he was, out of Yorkshire, and pro- 
tended lie would go the Island voyage since, 1 neVr 
heard of him till witliiii this fortnight. Can the world 
condemn me for entertaining a friend, that am used so 
like an infidel ? 

Feaih, I think not : but if your husband knew of 
this, he’d be divorcefl. 

1 The old copy makes this a part of Mayberry’s speech, 
but it evidentlv oelongs to Greenshield.— 1 >yci£. 

^ 'll^ere is a break here ; the words wanting are probably 
eome such aa 1 have thought on you.” ^ 

’ That against Hispaniola, Dvcs. 
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Kate, He were an ass, then. No wise men should 
deal by their wives as the sale of onlriance passeth in 
England : if it break the first discharge, the workman 
is at the loss of it ; if the second, the merchant and the 
workman jointly ; if the third, the merchant : so in our 
cose, if a woman prove false the first year, turn her 
uf»on her father’s neck , if the second, turn her home 
to her father, but allow her a portion \ but if she hold 
pure metal two year and fly to several jneces in the 
third, repair the ruins of her honesty at your charges. 
For the l^st piece of ordnance may be cracked in the 
casting, and for women to have cracks and flaws, alas ! 
they are born to them. Now, I have held out four 
year. Doth my husband do any things about London 1 
doth he swagger 1 

Feath, O, as tame as a fray in Fleet-street, when 
thci*e are nobody to jmrt them. 

Kate, I ever thought so. Wo have notable, valiant 
fellows about Doncaster ; theyll give the lie and the 
stab both in an instant. 

Feath, You like such kind of manhood best, Kate. 

Kate. Yes, in troth ; for I think any woman that 
loves her friend had rather have him stand by it than 
lie by it. But, I pray thee, tell me why must I be 
quartered at this citizen’s garden-house, say you t 

Feath, The discourse of that will set thy blood on 
fire to be revenged on thy husband’s forehead piece. 

Filter Brllamont ami Mistress I^Iaybxrrv. 

Wife^ Will you go in to dinner, sir 1 

KatK Will you lead the way, forsooth f 
^ Wife, No, sweet, forsooth, well follow you. [EsDeunt 
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* Kafe and Feafherfifoiie.Y O Master Bellamont, as ever 
you took pity upon the simplicity of a poor abused 
gentlewoman, will you tell me one thing 1 
Bf'IL Anytliing, sweet Mistress Mayberry. 

Wife, Ay, but will you do it faitlifully 1 
BeU, As I respect your acquaintance, I shall do it. 
Wife. Tell me, then, I be-seech you, do not you think 
this minx is some naughty pack whom my husband 
hath fallen in love with, and moans to kee]> under my 
nose at his garden-hoii'^o 

Bell, No, upon my life is she not. 

Wife, 0, 1 cannot l>elieve it. I know by lier eyes she 
is not honest. Why should my husband proffer them 
such kindncHfi, that have abused him and me »> in- 
tolemblc ? and will not suffer me to speak — th^Tc^s 
the hell < — not suffer me to speak ? 

Bed, Fie, fie ^ ho doth that like a usurer that will 
use a man witli all kindness, that he may bo careless of 
paying his money upon his day, and afterwards take 
the extremity of the forfeiture. Your jealousy is idle : 
say this were true ; it lies in the Iwsom of a sweet wife 
to draw her liusban<l from any loose ira[»erfectifin, from 
wenching, from jealousy, from covetousuesH, from crab- 
bedness, winch IS the old^man’s common (hscase, by her 
politic yielding. She may do it from crabbedness ; for 
example, I ha^ e known as tough blatles as any are in 
England broke upon a feather tied. Come to dinner. 

Wife. Ill be ruJe<l by you, sir, for you are very like 
mine uncle. 

Bell. Suspicion works more mischief, grows more 
strong, 

To sever cliaste l>eds than apparent wrong. [Fkemt 
* Supplied by Mr. Dyce. * i, e. His country house. * 
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ACT III.— SCBNE I. ' 

Enter Doll, Cuabtlby, Levbupool, and Philip. 

FhU. Come, my little punk, with thy two compos- 
itors^ to this unlawful painting-house, thy pounders^ a’ 
my old poetical dad will be here presently. Take up 
thy state in this chair, and bear thyself tis if thou wert 
talking to thy ’poticary after the receipt of a purgation : 
look scurvily uiKin him ; sometimes be merry, and stand 
upon thy paiitoiies,''* like a new-elected scavenger. 

DoU. And by and ))y melancholic, like a tilter that 
hath broke his staves'^ foul before his mistress. 

PhiL Kight, for he takes thee to be a woman of a 
great count. Jiark ! upon my life he’s come.'* 

DoU, See who knocks. Thou shalt see me make a 
fool of a poet, that hath made live hundred fools. 

Lever, Please your new ladyship, he’s come. 

DoU, Is he 1 I should for the more state let him 
walk some two hours in an outer room ; if I4id owe 
him money, ’twero not much out of fashion. But come, ^ 
enter him : stay, when we are in private conference, * 
send in my tailor. 

Enter Bellamont, Irromjht in hy Leverpool. * 

Lever. Look you, my lady’s asleep : she’ll wake pre- 
sently. 

Bell. I come not to teach a starling, sir ; God b* wi* 
you. 

Lever, Nay, in truth, sir, if my lady sh^d but 
dream you li^ been here — 

' i. e. (conjectorally), making ap the composition of the 
picture. 

' * So in original ; bat, perhape, rather ihB poanders, ^tho 
artillery. 

* Slippers. ^ Tilting spm. ^ He rettrea. 



NORTHWARD HOE. 


aa I.] 


316 


Doll. Who’s that keeps such a prating t 

Leoer. ’Tis I, madam. 

Doll. I’ll have you preferred to be a crier ; you have 
an excellent throat for’t. Pox a’ the |^>oet, is he not 
come yet ? 

Level'. He’s here, madam. 

Doll. Cry you mercy : I ha* curat my monkey for 
shrewd turns a hundred times, and yet 1 love it never 
the worse, I protest 

Bell. ’Tis not in fashion, dear lady, to call the break- 
ing out of a gentlewoman’s lips, scabs, but the heat of 
the liver. 

Dolh So sir ; if you have a sweet bimth, and do QOt 
smell of sweaty linen, you may draw nearer, nearer. 

Bell. I am no friend to garlick, ma<lam. 

DtflL y<'u write the sweeter verso a great deal, air. 
I have hoanl much good of your wit, master iK>et ; you 
do many devices for citizen’s wives : I care not greatly, 
because* I have a city laundress already, if I get a city 
poet too. I have such a device for you, and this it 


Enter TAiixm* 

0 welcome, tailor. Do but wait till* I despatch my 
tailor, and I’ll discover my device to you. 

Bell. I’ll take my leave of your ladyship. 

Dell. No, I pray thee, stay ; I must have yon sweat 
for my device, master poet. 

PhiL^He sweats alreadyi believe it» 

DdU. A cup of wine, there! What fashion will , 
make a woman have the best body, tailor t 

» (Behind.) 
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Tailor. A short Dutch waist, with a round Catherine* 
wheel fardingale;^ a close sleeve with a cartooae* 
collar, and a pickadil.* 

Doll. And what meat will make a woman have a 
fine wit, master poet 1 

Bell. Fowl, madam, is the most light, delicate, and 
witty feeding. 

Doll. Fowl, sayest thou 1 I know tliem that feed of 
it every meal, and yet are as arrant fools as any are in a 
kingdom, of my credit. Hast thou done, tailor 1 [Exit 
Tailor.^ Now to discover my device, sir ; I’ll drink to 
you, sir. 

Phil.^ God’s precious ! we ne’er thought of her device 
before ; pray God it be anything tolerable, 

Doll. I’ll have you make twelve posies for a dozen 
of cheese-trenchers.^ 

Phil. O hoinble ! 

Bell. Ill Welch, madam? 

Doll. Why in Welch, sir? 

Bell. Because you will have them served in with 
your cheese, lady. 

Doll, I will liesto.w them indee<l u{>oii a Welch (5|tp- 
tain, one that loves cheese better than venison : for if 
you should but get three or four Cheshire cheeses, and 
sot them a running down Ilighgate-hill, he would make 

^ A hoop-petticoat ; or rather, the hoop itself. 

* Cartoost. — Qy. “cartoacA” — D vck. 

’ A stiff, upright collar, or ruff; also, as in the present 
instance, the hem, or edging to a collar. PiccadUlf was 
named from the Piccadils, by the making of which, one 
Higgins, a tailor, who built paxt of it, got most of bis estate. 

* (Behind.) 

* Cheese-trenchers, at the time this play was written, vsed 
frei]uently to have posies inscribed on them.>-I>YCB. 
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more haste after them than after the beat kennel of 
hounds in England. What think you of my device ! 

Bell. Tore God, a very strange device and a cunning 
one. 

PhiO^ Now he begins to eye the goblet 

Belh You should be akin to the Bellamonts ; you 
give the same arms, madam. 

DolL Faith I paid sweetly for the cup, as it may 
be you and some other gentlemen have done for their 
arms. 

Bell. Ila ' the same weight, the warms fashion ! I 
had three nest of them* given me by a nobleman at the 
christening of my son Philip. 

Phil, \^lhmwrruuihhtmlf.\ Your son is come to full 
age, SIT, aii'l hath ta’en possession of the gift his god- 
father. 

Di ll. Ifa ’ thou wilt not kill me ? 

Phil. No, ril kill no jioet, lest his ghost write 
satires against me. 

BpH. What^s she ? a good commonwealth's woman, 
she was Iwirn — 

Phil. For licr country, and has b»jrne her country. 

BpD. Heart of virtue! what make I here? 

Phil. This was the i»arty you railed on. I keep no 
worse company than yourself, father. You were wont 
to say, venery is like usury, that it may l>e allowed 
though it 1)6 not lawful. 

Bdl. Wherefore come 1 hither 1 

> (Behind.) 

^ Mr. Crosslev, of Manchester, obserires to me that the 
term n€*t of is still made use of in the West Rtding 

oC Yorkshire ; a large goblet containing many smaller ones 
of gradually diminishing siKes, which lit into each other and 
fill it up.— D vce. 
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DM. To make a device for cheese^trenchers. * 

Phil, ril tell you why I sent for you ; for nothing 
but to show you that your gravity may be drawn in ; 
white hairs may fall into the company of drabs, as well 
as red-beartls' into the society of knaves. Would not 
this woman deceive a Avhole camp i* th’ Low-countries, 
and make one commander believe she only kept her 
cabin fur liim, and yet quarter twenty more in’t ? 

Doll. Ihithec, potit, what dost thou think of me 1 

Ball. I think thou art a most admimble, brave,, beau- 
tiful whore, 

Doll. Nay, sir, I was told you would rail : but what 
do you think of my device, sirt nay, but you are not 
to depart yet, master |Kiet : wut sup with me t III 
cashier all my young barnacles, * and well talk over a 
piece of mutton and a partridge wisely, 

Ih*lL Sup with thee, that art a common undertaker ! 
thou that dost promise nothing but watchet^ eyes, bum- 
bast^ calves, and false j>eriwig8 ! 

Prithee, comb thy beard with a comb of black 
lead : it may l>e I shall affect ^ thee. 

Bell. 0, thy unlucky star ! I must take my leave of 
your worship ; 1 cannot fit your device at this instant. 
I must desire to borrow a nest of goblets of you. 0 
villany ! 1 would some honest butcher would beg all 
the queans and knaves V th’ city, and carry them into 
some other country : they’d sell better than beeves and 
calves. What a virtuous city wmld this Ije then I 
marry, I think there would be a few people left in’t. 

* See note, p. 98. * Qeese. ^ Starch-ooloared* 

* Staffed with cotton : Germ, baumhati. ^ Twaof. 
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Uds^ foot, gulled with choese-trencliera, atid yoked in 
entertainment with a tailor ! good, good. [iS^iV. 

Phil, How doest, Doll 1 

DqIL Scurvy, very scurvy. 

Lever, Whore shall’s sup, wench ? 

Doll, 1^11 sup ill my bed. Get you home to your 
lodging, and come when I send for you. 0, Althy rogue 
that I am ! 

Phil, How, liow, Mistress Dorothy 1 

Ddl, Saint Antony’s fire light in your Spanish 
fllops !' lids life, I’ll make you know a difference 
between iny mirth and melancholy, you [Kinderly rogue. 

07W7ieK. We observe your ladyship. 

Phil, The punk's m her humour ; pax.® 

\^Ejceuni all hut Doll, 

Doll, Til liumour you, an’ you i>ox me. Uds life, 
have I hen witii a Simniard of lute, that I have learnt 
to mingle such water with my Malaga! O, there’s 
some scuh^y thing or other breeding ! How many 
several loves of players, of vaulters, of lieutenants, have 
I entertained, l>esides a runner a’ the roi>es, uifd now to 
let blooil when the sign is at the heart ! Should I 
send him a letter with some jewel in’t, he would 
requite it as lawyers do, tliat return a w6okcock [>io to 
to their clients, when they send tliem a l>asoii and a 
ewer.^ I will instantly go and make myself drunk till 
I have lost my memory. Ixive a scoffing poet ! 

[Ejtii, 

> Wide breeches. 

^ Pax , — For pox ; it was perhaps an affected mode of pro- 
ttounciiig the word.— Dvex, 

^ I. e. KetnrD me a mare bird pasty for a silver service. 
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Scene II. 

Enter Leapfrog and Squtrrei- 

Leap. Now, Squirrel, wilt thou make us acquainted 
with the jest thou promised to tell us of ^ 

Squir. 1 will discover it, not as a Derbysliire woman 
iliscovers her great teeth, in laughter, hut softly, as a 
gentleman courts a wench behind an arms ; and this it 
is* Young Grceiishiehl, thy imister, with Oreenshield’s 
sister, lie in my master’s garden-house here in Moorfields. 

Leap. Right ; what of this ? 

Sfpiir. XTarry, sir, if the gentlewoman ho not his 
wife, he commits incest, for I’m sure he lies with her 
every night. 

Lea//. All this I know ; hut to the rest. „ 

I will tell thee the most politick trick of a 
woman that c er made a man’s face look withered and 
pale, like the tree in Cuckold’s-haven in a great snow ; 
and this it is. Thy mistress makes her husband believe 
that shc*\valks in her sleeps a’ nights, and to confirm 
tliis belief in him, sundry times she hath risen out of 
her l)od, unlocked all the doors, gone from chamber to 
cliamber, opened her chests, touseil among her linen, 
and when he hath waked and missed her, coming to 
question why she conjured thus at midnight, he hath 
found her fast asleep : marry, it was cat’s sleep, for 
you shall hear what prey she watched for. 

Leap. Good : forth. 

ISquir. I overheard her lost night talking wdth thy 
master, and she promised him that as soon as her hus^ 
band was asleep, she would walk according to her cu»- 
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tom, and come to his chamber : marry, she would do it 
so puritanically, so secretly I mean, that nobody should 
hear of it. 

Leap. Is’t possible ? 

Squir, Take but that comer and stand close, and 
thine eyes shall witness it 

Leajy. 0, intolerable wit ! what hold can any man 
take of a woman’s honesty ! 

Squir. Hold ! no more hold than of a bull ’nointcd 
with soap, and baited with a shoal of fiddlers in Staf> 
fordshire. Stand close ; I hear her coming. 

Enter Katb. 

Kate. Wliat a filthy knave was the shoemaker that 
made my slippers ! wliat a creaking they kee]) 1 0 
Lord, if there be any power that can make a woman’s 
husband sleep soundly at a pinch| as I have often read 
in foolish poetry that there is, now, now, and it }>e thy 
will, let him dream some fine dream or other, that he’s 
made a knight or a nobleman, or somewhat, whilst T 
go and take but two kisses, but two kisses froA sweet 
Featherstone I [Exit. 

Squir. ’Sfoot, he may well dream he’s made a knight, 
for ril be hange^l if she do not dub hinu* 

Enter GRKBN8Hiifi,P. 

Green. Was there ever any walking spirit like to my 
wife ! what reason should there be in nature for thisf 
I will question some physician* Nor here neither I 
Ud’s life, I would laugh if she were in Master Feather- 
stone’s ehamber: she would fright him. Master 
Featherstone, Master Featherstone 1 
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Feath. \inthin\ Ha ! how now, who calls t 

Green. Did you leave your door open last night ! 

Feath. [within\ I know not* I think my boy did. 

Green. God's light, she's there, then. Will you 
know the jest — my wife hath her old tricks. FU hold 
my life, my wife’s in your chamber : rise out of your 
bed, and see and you can feel her. 

Squir. He will feel her, I warrant you. 

Green. Have you her, sir 1 

Feath. [triihiii] Not yet, sir : — she’s here, sir. 

Green, So I said even now to myself, before God, la. 
Take her up in your arms, and bring her hither softly 
for fear of waking her. I never knew the like of this, 
before God, la. 

* Enter Fkatherstonk, and Kate in his arms. 

Alas, poor Kate ! look, before God, she’s asleep with 
her eyes open : pretty little rogue : Fll wakq her and 
make her ashamed of it. 

Featti^Of you’ll make her sicker then. 

Grem. I M’arrant you. Would all women thought 
no more hurt than thou dost now, sweet villain 1 Kate, 
Kate ! 

Kate. I longed for the merrythought of a pheasant 

Green. She Ulks in her Ueep. 

Kate. And the foul-gutted tripe-wife had got it, and 
eat half of it, and my colour went and came, and my 
stomach wambled till I was ready to swoon ; but a 
midwife perceived it, ahd marked which way my eyes 
went, and helped me to it ; but, Lord, how I picked itt 
'twas the sweetest meat, niethought 

Squir. O, politick mistress ! 
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Oreen. Why, Kate, Kate J 

Kaie. Ha, ha, ha ! ay, beahrew your heart Lord, 
where am II 

Greevu 1 pray thee, be not frighted. 

KcUe. 0, I am sick, I am sick, I am sick ! 0, hour 
my flesh trembles ! O, some of the Angelica water ! 
I shall have the motlier presently. 

Green. Hold down her stomach, good Master Feath- 
erstone, while I fetch some. [Exit. 

Feath. Well dissembled, Kate. 

Kate. Pish, I am like some of your ladies that can 
1^ sick when they have no stomach to lie with their 
husbanda 

Feafh. AMiat mischievous fortune is this ! We*U have 
a journey Wan*, Kate, to redeem this misfortune. 

Kate. Well, cheatcre do not win always : that woman 
that will entertain a friend, must as well provide a 
closet or backdoor for him i\a a featherdwjd. 

Feath. By iny troth, I jnty thy husband. 

Kate. Pity him ! no man dares call him cuckold, for 
he wears sattin. Pity him ! he that will pull down a 
man’s sign and set up horns, there’s law for him. 

Feafh. Be sick again, your husband comes. 

Enter Gbkenshikld, trith a broken nhin. 

Green. I have the worst luck ; I think I get more 
bumps and slirewd turns i' tli' dark ! — How docs she, 
Master Featherstoue ! 

Fe^h. Very ill, sir, she’s troubled with the mother 
extremely ; 1 held down her belly even now, and I 
might feel it rise. 

O, lay me in my bed, I beseech you ! 
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Green, I will find a remedy for tins walking, if all 
the doctors in town can sell it : a thousand pound to a 
penny she spoil not her face, or break lier neck, or 
catch a cold that she may ne’er claw off again« How 
dost, wench? 

Kate, A little recovered. Alas, 1 have so troubled 
that gentleman ! 

Feath, None i’ th’ world, Kate ; may I do you any 
faiilier service? 

Kate. An* I were where I would be, in your bed — 
pray, pardon me, was’t you, Master Featherstone ? — 
hem, I should bo well then. 

Si/uir, Mark how she wrings hin> by the fingers. 

Kate, GckxI night. Pray you, give the gentleman 
thanks for patience. 

Green, Good night, sir, 

Feath, You have a shrewd blow ; you were best have 
it searched. 

Green, A scratch, a scratch. • [Expuni, 

Feaih, Let me see, what excuse should 1 frame, to 
get tliis wench forth a' town with me ? Pll persuade 
her husband to take physic, and presently have a letter 
framed from his father-in-law, to be delivered that 
morning, for his wife to come and receive some small 
parcel of money in Enfield-ohase, at a keeper's that is 
her uncle ; then, sir, he not being in case to travel, 
will entreat me to accompany his wife; well lie at 
Ware all night, and the next morning to London. Ill 
go strike a tinder, and frame a letter presently. [EjbU. 

Sguit, And I’U take the pains to discover all this to 
my master, old Mayberry. There hath gone a retMOi a 
good while my master hath used them kindly, because 
they have been over familiar with his wife, bat f aee 
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whidi way Featherstone looks. ’Sfoot, there’s ne’er a 
gentleman of them all shall gull a citizen, an<i think to 
go scot free. Though your commons shrink for this, bo 
but secret, and my master shall entertain thee ; make 
thee, instead of handling false dice, finger nothing but 
gold and silver, wag: an old servingman turns to a 
young beggfir, whereas a young prentice may turn to an 
old alderman. Wilt bo secret 1 

Leap, O God, sir, as secret as rushes in an old lady’s 
chamber.^ 

ACT IV.— Scene I. 

Beluimont, tnlns night-rap^ mfh leaven^ in his 

hand ; his Man after hiniy with ligliUy standuhy and 

•pajicr^ 

Dell, Sirrah, Til speak with none. 

Sere. Not a player? 

Bell, No, though a sharer liawl > ^ 

ril speak with none, although it 1x3 the mouth 
Of the big company ; Til speak with none : away. 
Why should not I be an excellent statesman ? I can in 
the writing of a tragedy make Caisar speak better than 
ever his ambition could ; when I write of Pompey, 1 
have Pompey’s soul within me ; and wherf I [w^rsonate a 
worthy poet, I am then truly myself, a poorunpn^femxl 
scholar. 

Enter his Man, hastily. 

Serv, Here’s a swaggering fellow, sir, that spaks not 

1 Rooms were then strewed with rashes, by way of carpet. 

* of paper, a note^book. 

* players were distingaiahed into whole sharers, three* 
quarter sbaiers, hah sharers, and hired men. Bellamont 
says Ba will not be visible even to a whole sharer. 

* i. e. the Manager. 

rou L 
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like a man of God’s making swean he most speak with 
you, and will speak with you. 

BM. Not of God's making I what is he t a cuckold t 
Serv. He’s a gentleman, sir, by his clothes. 

BdL Enter him and his clothes : clothes sometimes 
are better gentlemen than their masters. 

Enter the Cattain and the Sskvinoh ak. 

Is this he 1 seek you me, sir t 

CapL I seek, sir, God pless you, for a seiitleman, 
that talks besides to himself when he’s alone, as if he 
were in Bedlam, and he’s a poet 
BelL So, sir, it may be you seek me, for I’m some- 
times out a' my wits. 

CapL You are a poet, sir, are you t 
BdL I'm haunted with a fury, sir. 

CapL Pray, master poet, shoot off this little pot-gun, 
and I will coiyure your fury; 'tie well, lay you, sir. 
My desires are to have some amiable and amorous son- 
net or madrigal composed by your fury, see you. 

Bdl, Are you a lover, sir, of the nine muses f 
CapL Ow, by gad, out a’cry.^ 

Bdl. Y’ are, then, a scholar, sir! 

Capt. I ha’ picked up my croroes in Sesus CoUegei 
in Oxford, one day a gad while ago. 

Bdl. Y’ are welcome, y’ are very welcome. I’ll 
Iwrrow your judgment; look you, sir, I’m writiiig a 
tragedy, the tragedy of young Astyanax. 

CktpL Styanax’ tragedy ! is he living, can you tell t 
was not Styanax a Monmouth man 1 

1 Equivalent to the mU qf off vskooping of Sbakaqmpsw*^ 
Dvcb. 
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JMt. Of no, dr, you miatakef he was a Troyan, great 
Bector’a aon. 

Oe^ Hector waa grannam to Gadwallader; when 
aha waa great with child, God udge me, there waa one 
young Styanan of Monmouthahire waa a madder Greek 
aa any is in ail England 

Bell, This waa not he, assure ye. Look you, sir, I 
will have thia tragedy presented in the French court by 
French gallants. 

Oapt By G(k 1, your Frenchmen will do a trageily 
enterliide poggy well. 

Bell It shall l)e, sir, at the marriages of the Duke 
of Orleans, and Chatillon, the admiral of France ; the 
stage 

Capt V I’s blood, does Orleans marry with the 
admiral of France, now 1 

B^. O, sir, no, they are two several marriages. As 
I was saying, the stage hung all with black velvet, and 
while *ti8 octeil, njyself will stand Whind the Duke of 
Epemon,^ or some other chief minion or so, who shall 
— «y, they shall take some occasion al)Out the music of 
tlie fourth act to step to the French king, and say, Sire^ 
voilOf U eet wire tree humhh een^iieur, U plm soz/e el 
dioin espriff Monneur Bellamonfi all in French thua, 
pointing at me, or, yon is (fte learned old Rnylish (jeiu 
tleman, Master Bdlamont, a very worthy man to he one 
of yemr privy rJiandper^ or pod laureat, 

Capi. But are you sure Duke Pepper-noon will give 
you such good uzda behind your back, to your face t 

BeU. O, ay, ay, ay, man ; he’s the only courtier that 

> has BiroD, evidently, from what theCS^ilahi 

goes im to say about /^pper-nocm, a misprint. 
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I, know there : but what do you think that I may come 
to by this ? 

Cai*t God udge me, all Franco* may hap die in your 
debt for this. 

BelL 1 am now writing the description of his death.^ 

CapL Did he die in his ped ? 

BelL You shall hear. Suspicion is the minion of 
great hearts — no, I will not l>egin there. Imagine a 
great man were to bo executed about the seventh hour 
in a gloomy moniing. 

Capt. As it might be Sampson, or so, or great Goliaa 
that was killed by my countryman ? 

Bell. Eight, sir : thus I express it in young Astyanax: 

“Now the wild people, greedy of their griefs. 

Longing to see that which their thoughts abhorr’d. 

Prevented^ day, and rode on their own roofs. 

, Capt, Could the little home that ambled on the top 
of Paul’s’^ carry all the people ? else hoM' coyld they 
ride on the roofs ? 

BdL 0, sir, ’tis a figure in poetry : mark how ’tia 
followed — 

“ rode on Uieir own roofs, 
Making all neighbouring houses til’d with men.” 
Til’d with men ! is’t not good 1 

Capf. By Sesu, and it were tiled all with naked imen^ 
’twere better. 

BelL You shall hear no more ; pick your ears, they 
are foul, sir. What are you, sir, pray ? 

Capt A captain, sir, and a follower of god Mars. 

BdL Mars, Bacchus, and I love Apollo : a captain I 

^ anticipated. ^ 

* A feat of Bankas’ horse, Maroooo.^DTOS. ’ woman. 
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then I pardon you, sir ; and, captain, what would you 
press me for ? 

Ca}ft For a witty ditty to a sentlomaii that I am 
fallen in withal, over head and ears in afieetions and 
natural desires. 

Belh An acrostic were good upon her name, niethinka 

CapL Cross sticks ' I would not too cross, master 
poet ; yet if it be best to bring her name in question, 
her name is Mistress Doiotliy Hornet. 

BelL The very consumption that wastes my son, and 
the ayme^ that hung lately upon me* Do you love 
this Mistress l^orothy \ 

Capt Love h<*r ! there is no captain’s wife in Eng- 
land can liavo more love put upon her ; and yet, l*m 
sure, captains’ wives have their pollies-full of good men’s 
loves. 

ifc//. And does she love you ? has there passed any 
great matter between you 1 

As great a matter as a wliolc coach and a horse 
and his wife are gone to and fro between uh, 

BitlL Is she — i’ faith, captain, bo valiant and tell 
truth — is she honest ? 

CapL Honest * Go<I udge me, she’s as honest as a 
punk that cannot abide fornication and ^lechery. 

BdL Look you, captain. I’ll shew you why I oak : I 
hope you tliink my wenching days are past, yet, sir, 
here’s a letter that her father brought me from her, 
and inforced me to take, this very day. 

Enter a Servant, emd wkigji>er8 Bellanwnt. 

CapL ’Tie for some love-song to send to me, I hold 
my life. 

i^The Aydemi of the Spaziiards, the Umentation, subject 
of grief. 
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Bell. This falls out pat : my man tells me the par^ 
is at my door \ shall she come in, captain t 

Capt. O, ay, ay, put her in, put her in, I pray now. 

[EasU iSsmuil. 

Bell. The letter says here that she's exceeding sick, 
and entreats me to visit her. Captain, lie you in am* 
bush, behind the hangings, and i)erhaps you shall hear 
the piece of a comedy : she comes, she comes, make 
yourself away. 

Capt. Does the poet play Torkin, and cast my Lucre- 
sie^s water too in hugger muggers ? if he do, Styanax’ 
tragedy was never so horrible bloody-minded as his 
comedy shall be. Taw a son,^ Captain Jenkins. 

[Hides Imnself. 

Enter Dolu 

Dolt. Now, master poet, I sent for you. 

Bell. And I came once at your ladyship^s call. 

Doll. My ladyship and your lordship lie both in one 
manor : you have conjured up a sweet spirit in me, have 
you not, rhymer 1 

Bell. Why, Medea, what spirit? Would 1 were a 
young man, for thy sake I 

Doll. So would I, for then thou couldst do me no 
hurt ; now, thou doest. 

Bell. If I were a younker, it would be no immodesly 
in me to be seen in thy company ; but to have snowin 
the lap of June, vile, vile ! Yet come, garlick has a 
wliite head and a green stalk ; then why should not If 
Let's be merry : what says the devil to all the world^ 
for I*m sure thou art carnally possessed with him t ^ 

^ Taut a son^ i. e. hold your tongue.— Dvoi, 
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DoU. TKou hast a filthy foot, a veiy filthy carritr’s 
foot 

Bell, A filthy shoo, but a fine foot : I stand not 
Upon my foot, I. 

Gapi,^ What stands he upon, then, with a pox, Ood 
bless us! 

DoU. A leg and a calf ! I have had better of a 
butcher forty times for carrying a body ; not worth 
begging by a barber-surgeon. 

Bell. Very good ; you draw me and quarter me ; 
fates keep me from hanging ! 

DolL And, which most turns up a woman's stomach, 
thou art an old hoaiy man ; thou hast gone over the 
bridge of many years, and now art ready to drop into 
a grave : what do I see then in that withered face of 
thine 1 

BdL Wrinkles, gravity. 

Doll.^ Wretchedness, grief : old fellow, thou hast be- 
witched me, I can neither eat for thee nor sleep for 
thee, nor lie quietly in my bed for thee. 

Ca/jf. Uds blood, I did never see a white flea before. 
I will cling^ you. 

DoU. I was bom sure in the dog-days, I'm so un- 
lucky ; I, in whom neither a flaxen hair, yellow beiid, 
French doublet, nor Spanish hose, youth nor personage, 
rich face nor money, could ever breed a true love to 
any, ever to any man, am now besotted, doat, am mad, 

^ [Behind.] * Crush you up. 

* As if I were a hawd^ no rinff nubuta deaiKsktad. 

— 'llie l&wds ol those days, probablT from an aflectatioii of 
pisty, used to wear rings with death’s heads on them, as 
seeen} passages from (da writers might beadduoid to show. 
-Drofc 
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for the carcass; of a man ; and, as if I were a bawd, no 
ring pleases me but a death’s head.^ 

Capt^ Sesu, are imen so arsy varsy ! 

BeU, Mad for mo ! why, if the worm of lust were 
wriggling witliin me as it does in others, dost think I’d 
crawl upon thee ? would I low after thee 1 thou art a 
common calf-bearer, 

DolL 1 confesvs it. 

CapfJ Do you 1 are you a town-cow, and confess you 
bear calves ? 

DoU. 1 confess I have been an inn for any guest. . 

A pogs a* your stable room ! is your inn a 
bawdy-lio use, now? 

Doll I confess, (for I ha’ been taught to hide nothing - 
from my surgeon, and thou art he,) I confess that old 
stinking surgeon like thyself, whom I call father, tliat 
Hornet, never sweat for mo ; I’m none of his making. 

Capo You lie, he makes you a punk, Hornet minor. 

Doll He’s hut a cheater, and I the false die he 
plays withal. I pour all my jwison out before thee 
because hereafter 1 will be clean. Shun me not, loath 
me not, mock mo not. Plagues confound thee, I hate 
thee to the pit of hell, yet if thou goest thither, I’ll 
follow thee ; run, ay, do what thou canst, I’ll run and 
ride over the world after thea 

CapO CTockatrice! — You, Mistress Salamanders, £hat 
fear no burning let my mare and my mare’s horse, and 
my coach, come running home again, and run to an 
hospital and your suigeons, and to knaves and panders, 
and to the tivel and his tame too. 

DoU^ Fiend, art thou raised to torment me t 


[BehincL] 


* [Coming forward.] 
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Belh She loves you, captain, honestly. 

Capt 111 have any man, oman, or cild, by his earsi 
that says a common drab can love a sentleinan honestly. 
I will sell my coach for a cart to have you to Punkas 
hall, Pridewell. I sarge you in Ai>ollo’8 name, whom 
you l)elong to, see her forthcoming, till I come and 
tigglo her by and by. 'S blootl, I was never cozened 
with a more r^uicnl piece of mutton, since I came out a' 
the Lawer Countries. 

Bt'Il, My doors arc open for thee : begone, woman. 

DofL This goat*H-pizzlc of thine — 

Belt Away ! 1 love no such implements in my house* 

DolL Doest not? am I but an implement? lly all 
the maidenheads that arc lost in I.i()ndon in a year, (and 
that’s a |.,i<«it oath,) for this trick, other manner of 
women than myself shall come to this house only to 
laugh at thee ; and if thou wouldest labour thy heart 
out, shalt not do withal.^ [/Arif. 

EiUer Servant, 

Bell, Is this my j^octical fury ! — How now, sir ? 

Serr, Master Mayberry and his wife, sir, i’ th' next 
loom. - , 

Bell What are they doing, sir? 

Serv. Nothing, sir, tliat I see ; but only would speak 
with you. 

Bell, Enter ’em. — This house will be too hot forme: 
if this wench cast me into these sweats, I must shift 
myself for pure necessity. Haunted with sprites in 
my old days I 

% Then thaii noi do unihalt L e. then sfaalt not be aUs to 
help it.--Drce. 
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Efder Matdkrrt, IhxA^I, his Wife mfU him. 

May. A comedy ! a Canterbury Tale smells not half 
so sweet as the come<}y I have for thee, old poet : thou 
shalt write u[K)n\ poet. 

Bell. Nay, 1 will write upon’t ift be a comedy, for 
I have been at a most villanous female tra^dy. Come, 
the plot, the plot 

May. Let your man give you tlie boots presently : 
the plot lies in Ware, my white poet Wife, thou and 
I this night will have mad sport in Ware ; mark me 
well, wife, in Ware. 

Wife. At your pleasure, sir. 

May. Nay, it shall be at your pleasure, wife. Look 
you, sir, look you : Featherstone’s boy, like an honest 
orack-holterj laid o|)eii all to one of my prentices, for 
boys, you know, like women, love to be doing. 

Bell. Very good : to the plot 

May. Featlierstoue, like a crafty mutton-monger 
persuades Greenshield to be run through the Ixxly. 

Bell. Strange, through the body ! 

May. Ay, man, to take physic : he does so^ he’s put 
to his purgation. Then, sir, what does me Feather 
stone but counterfeits a letter from an innkeeper of 
Doncaster, to fetch Greenshield (who is needy, you 
know) to a keeper’s lodge in Enfield-chase, a certain 
unde, where Greendiield shoidd receive money due to 
him in behalf of his wife. 

Bell. His wife! is Greenshield married! I have 
heard him swear he was a bachelor. 

Wife. So have I, a hundred times; ^ 

May. The knave has more wives than tibe Turk; he 
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has a wife almost in avery shire in England: this parcel 
■gentlewoman is that innkeeper’s daughter of Doncaster. 

BeU. Hath she the entertainment of her forefathers! 
will she keep all comers company t 

May. She helps to pass away stale capons, sour wine, 
and musty provender. But to the purpose : this train 
was laid by the baggage herself, and Featherstone, who 
it seems makes her husband a Unicom ; and to give fire 
to% Oieenshield, like an arrant wittol, entreats his 
friend to ride before his wife and fetch the money, be- 
ci^se, taking bitter pills, he should prove but a lr>ose 
fellow if he went, and so durst not go. 

Bell. And so the poor stag is to lie hunted in 
Enfieid-chase. 

May. No, sir ; master poet, there) you miss the plot. 
Featherstone and my laily Greenshiehl are rid to batter 
away their light commoclities in Ware ; Enfieid-chase 
is too cojd for ’em. 

Bell. In Ware! 

May. In dirty Ware. I forget myself. Wife, on 
with your riding-suit, and cry Northward hoe/ as the 
boy at Paul’s* says : let my prentice get up liefore thee, 
and man thee to Ware ; lodge in the inn I told thee ; 
spur, cut, and away. 

Wife. Well, sir. 

Beit. Stay, stay ; what’s the bottom of this riddle ! 
why send you her away ! 

May. For a thing, my little hoary poet IxK>k thee, 

* Mr. Djee thinks, the waterman’s boy at Paul’s Wharf ; 
but tiie 'Tnames does not run northward. The boy may have 
bewi the carrier’s boy, joameying northward mm Paul’s 
Ghiux^yaid. 
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I »mclt out iiiy noble stinker Greenshield in his cham- 
ber, and as though ray lieart-strings had been cracked* 
I wept and sighed, and thumped and thumped, and 
raved and randed and railed, and told him how my wife 
was now grown as common as Imibery,^ and that she 
had hiied her tailor to nde with her to Ware, to . meet 
a gentleman of tlie court. 

Bell. Gocxl ; and how took he this drench down ? 

May. Like eggs and muscadine, at a gulp. He 
cries out presently ; did not I tell 3’ou, old man, that 
slio’d win in.y game when slie came to bearing ? he rails 
upon her, wills me U> take her in the act, to put he^to 
her white sheet,* to be divorced, and, for all his guts 
are not fully" scoured by his pothecary, he^s pulling on 
his lioots, and will ride along with us. Let^s master as 


many as we can. 

Bell. It will be excellent sport, to see him and his 
own wife meet in Ware, will’t not 1 Ay, ay, well 
have a whole regiment of horse with us. t 

May. I stand upon thorns till I shake him by th^ 
hoiDs. Come, Ijoots, boy ! avo must gallop all the way, 
for the sin, y^ou know, is done with turning up the 
white of an eye : will you join your forces 1 
Bell. Like a Hollander against a Dunkirk. 

May. March then. This curse is on all lechers throwxii 


They give horns, and at last horns are their own. 


Scene II. 


\Ejixmt. 


Enter Captain Jenkins and Allum. 


Capt. Set the best of your little diminutive legs be* 
fore, and ride post, I pray. 

^ Bahtry is fin^ far a baby ; but qy. bribery. — ^Dtcbl* 

* Her peoitentiiu white sheet in the dittrch. 
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Allum. la it possible that Mistress Doll should be so 
bad? ^ 

Capt Possible ! ’sblood^ 'tis more easy for an oiuan 
to be naught, than for a soldier to beg, and that^s hor- 
rible easy you know. 

Allum. Ay, but to coneycatch us all so grossly ! 

Capt. Your Norfolk tumblers are but zanies to 
coneycatch ing punks. 

AlJum. She gelded my purse of fifty pounds in ready 
money. 

CapL I will geld all the horses in five hundred shires 
but I will ride over her and her cheaters, and her Hor- 
nets. She made a stark ass of my coach horse ; and 
there is a putter-box^ whom she spread thick uixm her 
wdute-bre«\i!, and cat him up. I think she has sent the 
poor fellow to Gclder-land ; but I will marso pravely 
in and out, and ]>ack again, upon all the low countries 
in Christendom, iis Holland and Zealand and Nether- 
land, and Cleveland too ; and I will l>e drunk and cost 
with Master Hans Van Belch, but I will smell him out. 

Allum. Do so, and well draw all our arrows of re- 
venge up to the head but we’ll hit her for her villany. 

Capt^ I will tmw as i>etter and os weapons as 
anpws u[) to the head, lug you ; it shall be warnints to 
give her the whip-decdle. 

Allum. But now she ki^ows she’s discovered, she’ll 
take her hells^ and dy out of our reach. 

Qzpt. Fly with her jiells ! ounds, I know a parish 
that sal tag down all the pells and sell ’em to Captain 
Jenkins, to do him good ; and if pells will fly, we’ll fly 
ttM^niileBa the peil-ropes hang us. Will you amble up 

^ i. e. the Dutch merchant. * i. e. like a falccm. 
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and down to master Justice by my side, to have this 
rascal Hornet in corum,^ and so to make her hold her 
whore’s peace Y 

AUumu I’ll amUe or trot with you, captain. Yon 
told me she threatened her champions should cut for 
her : if so, we may have the peace of her. 

Ca|7f. O mon dieu ! Duw gwyn Follow your 
leader. Jenkins shall cut and slice as worse as they : 
come, I scorn to have any peace of her, or of any omen, 
but open wars. [JEh*ctm/. 

SCKNB IIL 

Emter Bbllahont, Matberrt, Grbxnshibld, Philip, 
Lbvbrfool and Chahtlbt, ail hooted: 

Bell, What, will these young gentleman too help us 
to catch this fresh salmon, ha 1 Philip, are they thy 
friends 1 

PhiL Yes, sir. 

Bdl. We are beholding to you, gentlemen, that you’ll 
fill our consort I ha’ seen your bices methinks before, 
and I cannot inform myself where. 

Both, May be so, sir. 

Bell, Shell’s to horset here’s a tickler: heigh, to horse ) 

May, Come,* switch, and spurs! let’s mount our 
chevals : merry, quoth a’. ^ 

Belt Gentlemen, shall I shoot a fool’s bolt out among 
you all, because we’ll be sure to be merry ? 

Omnee, Whatis’tY 

Bdl, For mirth on the highway will make us rid 
ground^ faster than if thieves were as our tails. What 
say ye to this? let’s all practise jests one against an- 
other, and he that has the beat jest thrown upon hipi^ 

> Qoomm. * white Qod.”-^I>TCB. 

’ concert. ^ L e. get rid or over groaiuL 
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and it most galled^ between our riding forth end eom* 
ing in, shall bear the charge of the whole journey. 

Oinnei. Content, i* faith. 

BdL We shall fit one a’ you with a coxcomb at 
Ware, I believe. 

May. Peace. 

Oreetk Is’t a baigain I 

Omne$. And hands clapt upon it. 

Bdl. Stay, yonder’s the Dolphin without Biahop*s- 
gate, where our horses are at rack and manger, and we 
are going past it. Come, cross over : and what place 
is this? 

ilfay. Bedlam, is’t not?^ 

Bdl. Where the madmen are. 1 never was amongst 
them : as ynn love me, gentlemen, let’s see wliat Greeks 
are within. 

Green. We shall stay too long. 

Bdl IJot a whit ; Ware will stay for our coming, I 
^wmnrant you. Come, a spurt and away I let’s be mad 
opce in our days. This is the door. 

Scene IV, 

The Mad Hcmee, Enter Beu^ahont awl the red. 

To them, Fullmoon. 

May. Save you, sir : may we see some of your mad 
folks? do you keep ’em ? 

Ftdl. -Yes. 

Bdl. Pray, bestow your name, sir, upon us. 

FitU. My name is FuUmoon. 

Bdl. You well deserve this ofl&ce, good Master FuU- 
t and what madcaps have you in your house ? 

1 Old Bethlehem Hbepitid stood in inshopegate-eteest 
Without. 
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. Eulh Divers, 

Entei^ the Musician. 

May. Gods so, see, see ! what’s he walks yonder 1 is 
he mad 1 

Full. That’s a musician : y&s, he’s besides himself. 

Bell. A musician ! how fell he mad, for God’s sake? 

FtHL For love of an Italian dwarf. 

Bell. Has ho been in Italy, then ? 

Full. Yes, and speaks, they say, all manner of lan- 
guages. 

Enter the Bawd. 

Ornnes. Ghni’s so, look, look ; what's she? 

BelL The dancing bear, a pretty well-favoured little 
woman. 

Full. They say, but I know not, that she was a 
bawd, and was frighted out of lier wits by fir^. 

BelU. May we talk with ’em, Master Fullmqpn 1 

Fidl. Yes, and you will. I must look about, for I 
have unruly tenants. [Exit. 

Bell. What have you in this paper, honest friend ? 

Green. Is this he has all manner 'of languages, yet 
speedcs nonet 

Bated. How do you, Sir Andrew t will you send for 
some aquavitsB for me ? I have had no drink never 
since the last great rain that fell. 

Bell. No ! that’s a lie. 

Bawd. Nay, by gad then you lie, for all y’ are Sir 
Andrew. I was a dapper rogue in Portingal voyage,' 
not an inch broad at the heel, and yet thus high ; I 

^ That in 1589, of Sir Francis Drake.— Dves. 
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acomedf I can tell you, to be drunk ytiili rain*water 
theui sir, in those golden and silver days ; 1 had sweet 
bits then. Sir Andrew. How do you, good brother < 
Timothy f 

BelLYoM have been in much trouble since that voyagel 

Baird. Never in Bridewell, I protest, as I'm a virgin, 
for I could never abide that Bridewell, I protest I 
was once sick, and I took my water in a basket, and 
carried it to a doctor's. 

Philip, In a basket ! 

Bawd. Yes, sir: you arrant fool, there was a urinal in it 

Philip. I cry you mercy. 

Bawd. The doctor told me I was with child. How 
many lords, knights, gentlemen, citizens, and others, 
promised me to be godfathers to that child ! 'tu^s not 
Ood’s will : ihe prentices made a riot upon my glass 
windows, the Shrove-Tuesday following,' and I miscar* 
ried. 

Omfm.^0, do not weep ! 

Bcaod. I ha’ cause to weep : I trust gentlewomen their 
dietsometimes a fortnight, lend gentlemen holland shirts, 
and they sweat ’em out at tennis, and no restitution, 
and no restitution. But I’ll take a new order ; I will 
have but six stewed prunes in a dish and sonie of Mother 
Wall’s^ cakes ; for my best customers are tailors. 

Onines. Tailors ! ha, ha ! 

Bawd. Ay, tailors : give me your London prentice ; 
your countiy gentlemen are grown too politick. 

1 The peace officers who on Shrove-Tuesday went to search 
for hotisee of in fame, were always accompanied W the 

a tices of London, whose virtoous indignation manifested 
in most anpeaoefal form. * A noted pastry-cook. 

m. L R 
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Belh But what eay you to such young gentlemea aa 
these are t 

Bawd, Foh ! they, as soon as they come to their 
lands, get up to London, and like squibs that run upon 
lines, they keep up a spitting of fire and cracking till 
they ha* spent all ; and when my squib is out, what 
says his punk ? foh, he stinks ! [Stupa 

Methought this other night I saw a pretty sight 
Which pleased me much, 

A comely country maid, not squeamish nor afraid 
To let gentlemen touch : 

1 sold her mnidenheod once, and I sold her maidenhead 
twice, 

And I sold it Inst to an alderman of York, 

And then I had sold it thrice. 

Mm, You sing scurvily. 

Batffil, Marry, muff, sing thou better, for III go sleep 
iny old sleeps. [JMf. 

Bell, What are you adoing, my friend 1 
Mm, Pricking, pricking. 

Bell, What do you mean by pricking f 
Mus, A gentleman-like quality. 

Bell, This fellow is somewhat prouder and anllener 
than the oUier, 

May, O, 80 be most of your musicians. 

Mm, Are my teeth rotten 1 
Omites. No, sir. 

Mm, Then I am no comfit-maker, nor vintner: I do 
not get wenches in my drink. Are you a murician t 
Bell Yes. 

Mwt. We’ll be sworn brothers, then, look yon, tweil 
rogue. 
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Orem. God's so, now I think iipoti't, a jest is crept 
into mj head : steal away, if you love me. 

Eseemtail htd BeUamoni and MuBidan. Musician sintjs^ 

Mas. Was ever any merchant's band set better! I 
set it Walk, I’m a cold : this white satin is too thin 
unless it he cut, for then the sun enters. Can you 
speak Italian too ! sa[)ete Italiano ? 

SdL Un poco. 

Mu$. ’Sblood, if it be in you, I’ll poke it out of you : 
un pooo ^ Come, march ! lie here with me hut till the 
fall of tlie leaf, and if you have but poco Italiano in 
you, 111 fill you full of more poco : march. 

Bdt Come on. [Ejeeunt. 

Enter Mayberry, Greekhbisli), Philip, FuLiiMOo.v, 
i^EVEHiHX)!., arui Chartijby. 

Green. Good Master Mayberry, Philij), if you be kind 
gentlemen, upliold the jest : your whole voyage is |>aid 
for. • 

May Follow it, then. 

Full. The old gentleman, say you ! why, he talked 
even now as well ift his wits os I do myself, and looked 
AS wisely. 

Green. No matter how he talks, but his pericranion’s 
perished. 

Full Where is he, pray t 

Philip. Marry, with the musician, and is madder by 
this time. 

Chart. He’s an excellent musician himself, you must 
note that 

May^ And havit^ met one fit for his own tootfaf you 
we% fie skips from us. 
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Orem. The troth is, Master Fullmoon, divers tiains 
have been laid to bring him hither without gaping of 
people, and never any took effect till now. 

Ftdl. How fell he mad t 

Green. For a woman, look you, sir. Here’s a crown, 
to provide his supper. He’s a gentleman of a very good 
house : you shall lie paid well if you convert him. To* 
morrow moniiiig Ixsdding and a gown shall be sent in, 
and wood and coal. 

Full. Nay, sir, he must ha’ no fire. 

Green. No ? why, look what straw you buy for him 
shall return you a whole harvest. 

Otnnei. Let his straw be fresh and sweet, we beseech 
you, sir. 

Green. Get a couple of your sturdiest fellows, and 
bind him, I pray, whilst we slip out of his sight 

Full, ril hamper him, I warrant, gentlemen. [Exit. 

Omnes. Excellent ^ 

May. But how will my noble poet take it at my 
hands, to betray him thus t 

Otnnes. Fob, ’tis but a jest He comes. 

Enter Musician and Bxllamont. 

Bell. Perdonate mi, si io dimando del vostro nome. — 
O, whither shrunk you 1 1 have had such a mad dia* 
logue here. 

Omftee. We ha’ been with the other mad folks. 

May. And what says he and his prick-song) 

Bdl We were up to the ears in Italian i’ faith. 

Ot}wm. In Italian ! 0 g>od Master Bellamont^ lePa 
bear him. 
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Enter Fitllmoon and im Kbipbrs. EaeemU aU but 
thege^ awl BBLiJUiONT. 

How now! ’sdeath, what do you mean t ar«you 

madt 

FuU, Away, sirrah. — Bind him ; hold fast — You 
want a wench, sirrah, do you t 

BdL What wench 1 will you take mine arms from 
me, being no heralds t let go, you dogs. 

FvU. Bind him. — Be quiet : come, come, dogs ! fie, 
and a gentleman ! 

Bdl. Master Mayberry, Philip, Master Mayberry, 
uds foot I 

FulL ril bring you a wench: are you mad for a 
wench 1 

Bell, I hold my life my comrades have put this fool’s 
cap upon thy head, to gull me : I smell it now. Why, 
do you hear, Fullmoon, let me loose, for Tm not mad ; 
I’m not Inad, by Jesu. 

Ftdl, Ask the gentlemen that. 

Bdi, By th’ Lord I’m as well in my wits as any man 
i* th’ house, and this is a trick put upon thee by these 
gallants in pure knavery. 

Full, I’ll try that; answer me to this question — loose 
his arms a Utile — look you, sir ; three geese nine pence, 
every goose three pence, what’s that a goose, roundly, 
jraundly, one with another 1 

Bdl ’Sfoot, do you bring your geese for me to cut 
up t [<$/rtA'es him wundly, awl kicks him 

Enter alL 

4mnes, Hold, hold ! — Bind him, Master Fullmoon. 

FtdL Bind him you : be has paid me all. HI have 
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none of hU bonds, not I, unless I could recover tbem 
better. 

Green. Have I given it 3^ou, master poet t did the 
lime-bush take) 

May. It was his warrant sent thee to Bedlam, old 
Jack Bellamoiit : and, Master FuUd'-th’-moon, our war« 
rant discharges him. Poet, we’ll nil ride upon thee to 
Ware, and Imck again, I fear, to thy cost. 

Bell. If you do, I must bear you. Thank you, Mas^ 
ter Greenshield, I will not die in your debt Farewell, 
you mad rascals. To horse, come. ’Twaa well done, 
•^twas well done. You may laugh, you shall laugh, 
gentlemen. If the gudgeon had l)een swallowed by one 
of you it had been vile, but by gad ’tis nothing, for 
your best {loets, indeed, are mad for the most part 
Farewell, goodman Fullmoon. 

Full. I^y, gentlemen, if you come by, call in. 

Bell. Yes, yes, when tliey are mad. Horse yourselves 
now, if you be men. • 

May. He gallop must that after women rides ; 

Get our wives out of town, they take long strides. 


ACT V.— Scene I. 

Enter I^Iayberbi' ami Beixamont. 

Mayberry. 

[UT why have you brought us to the wranig 
inn, and withal possessed Greenshield that 
my wife is not in town, when my project 
was, that I would have brought him up into the diam* 
ber where young Featheistone and his wife lay, and^so 
'll his artilleiy should have recoiled into hfsown bosomf 
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Bell. 0, it will fall out far better : you ahall see my 
tevenge will have a more neat and unexpected conveys^ 
aiiee. He hath been all up and down the town to en- 
quire for a Londoner’s wife : none such is to be found, 
for I have mewed your wife up already. Marry, ho 
hears of a Yorkshire gentlewoman at next inn, and that’s 
all the commodity Ware affords at this instant. Now, 
air, he very politickly imagines that your wife is roile to 
Fuckeridge, five mile further, for, aaith he, in such a 
town where hosts will be familiar, and tapsters saucy, 
and chamberlains worse than thieves’ iutelligenceis, 
thoyll never put foot out of stirrup ; either at Pucker- 
idge or Wade’s-Mill, saith he, you shall find them ; and 
because our horses are weary, he’s gone to take up post 
horses. My counsel is only this, — when he comes in, 
feign yourself very melancholy, swear you will ride 
no farther ; and this is your part of the comedy ; the 
sequel €t the jest shall come like money bc»rrowed of a 
oourtier, and paid within the day, a thing strange and 
unexpected. 

Mai/. Enough, I ha’t. 

Bett. He comes. 

Enter Grsikshikld. 

^ Green. Come, gallants, the {^»st-horses are ready ; 
’ds but a quarter of an hour's riding ; we’ll ferret them 
and firk them, in faith. 

BdL At4 they grown politick 1 when do you see 
honesty covet comera, or a gentleman that’s no thief lie 
in the inn of a carrier t 

•May. Nothing hath undone my wife but too much 
riding. 
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BM. She was a pretty piece of a poet indeed, and in 
her discourse would, as many of your goldsmiths* wiTea 
do, draw her simile from precious stones so wittily^ as 
redder than your ruby, harder than your diamond, and 
so from stone to stone in less time than a man can dnw 
on a strait boot, os if she had been an excellent lapidaiy. 
Chreen. Come, will you to horse, air t 
May. No, let her go to the devil an* she will. Ill 
not stir a foot further. 

Green. God’s precious, is’t come to this t Persuade 
him, as you are a gentleman : there will be ballads 
made of him, and the burthen thereof will be, — 

If you had rode out five mile forward, 

He had found the fatal house of Brainford northward, 
0 hone, hone, hone, 0 nonero. 

Bell. You are merry, sir. 

Chreen. Like your citizen, I never think of my debts, 
when I am a horseback. 

BdL You imagine you are riding from your cfeditora. 
Green. Good in faith. Will you to horse T 
May. Ill ride no further, [iSzif, 

Green. Then 111 discharge the postmaster. Was’t 
not a pretty wit of mine, master poet, to have had him 
rode into Puckeridge with a horn before him t ha, was*t 
not) 

Bdl. Good sooth, excellent : I was dull in appr^end* 
ing it But come, since we must stay, we’ll be meny. 
Chamberlain, call in the music, bid the tapsten so^d 
maids come up and dance : what ! we’ll make a n^t 
of it 

Enter Tapstbrs, 

Hark you, masters, I have an excellent jest to malm 
old Mayberry merry : ’sfoot we’ll have him meny. 
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Qt^en. Let’s make him drunk then : a simple catch- 
ing wit I ! 

Go thy ways : I know a nobleman would take 
such a delight in thee. 

Chreen. Why, so he would in his fool. 

BeU. Before Ood, but he would make a difference : 
he would keep you in satin. But as I was a saying, 
we’ll have him meny*. His wife is gone to Puckeridge : 
^tis a wench makes him melancholy, 'tis a wench must 
make him merry : we must help him to a wench. When 
your citizen comes into his inn, wet and cold, dropping, 
either the hostess or one of her maids warms his bed, 
pulls oil his night cap, cuts his corns, puts out the can- 
dle, bids him command aught, if ho want aught ; and 
80 after, master citiner sleeps as quietly as if he lay in 
his own low-country of Holland, liis own linen, I mean, 
sir. We must have a wencli for him. 

Green, But where’s tliis wench to be found 1 here 
are all the moveable ]>etticoato of the house. 

Bdf, At the next inn there lodged to-night 

Orem, God’s precious, a Yorkshire gentlewoman. I 
ha’t| I’ll angle for her presently : we’ll have him merry, 

BeJI. Procure some chaml)erlain to (lander for you. 

Greefu No, I'll be pander myself, because we’ll be 
merry. 

BM. Will you, will you I 

Green. But how ! be a pander! as I am a gentleman 
that were horrible. Hi thrust myself into the outside^ 
of a falconer in town here ; and now I think on’t, there 
are a company of country players that are come to town 
here, shall furnish me with hair and beard. If I do 
li#t bring her ! — ^well be wondrous meny. 

* Disguise. 
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Beil, AYxtut it : look you^ air, though she bear her 
far aloof, and her body out of distance, ao her mind be 
coming, ’tia no matter. 

Green. Oet old Mayberry merry. That any man 
should take to heart thus the downfal of a woman ! I 
think when he (monies home, poor snail, he’ll not dare to 
peep forth of d(X>rs lest his horns usher him.^ [^Ejdt 

Bell. Go thy ways. There be more in England wear 
large ears and horns than stags and asses. Excellent I 
he rides post with a halter round his neck. 

Enter Mavbbrky.* 

May. How now 1 will’t take 1 

Bell. Beyond ex|>ectatiou. I have persuaded him the 
only way to make you merry is to help you to a wench, 
and the fool is gone to lender his own wife hither. 

May. Why, he’ll know her. 

Bell. She hath lieen masked ever since she came into 
the inn for fear of discovery. 

May. Then she’ll know him. 

Bell. For that his own unfortunate wit helped my 
lazy invention, for he hath disguised himself like a 
falconer in town here, hoping in that procuring shape 
to do more good upon her than in the outside of a gen- 
tleman. 

May. Young Featherstone will know him. 

BeU. He’s gone into tlie town, and will not retuxa 
this half hour. 

May* Excellent, if die would come ! 

BeXL Nay, upon my life shell come. Wiien die 
enters, remember some of your young blood, talk 40 
^ Precede him. * Snj^plied by l^yoeL 
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0 Otne of your gallant commoners will, dice and drink 
fmly. Do not call for sack, lest it betray the ooldiiess 
of your manhood, but fetch a caper now and then, to 
make the gold chink in your ])ockets : ay, so. 

May, Ha, old {x>et, let's once stand to it for the credit 
of Milk-street ! Is uiy wife acquainted with this ? 

BdL She’s i>erfect, and will come out ujk)!! her cue, 
I warrant you. 

May, Good wenches, in faith. Fiirs some more 
sack here. 

Bell, God’s precious, do not call for sack by any means. 

May, Why then give us a wh(»le lordship for life in 
Rhenish, with the reversion in sugar. 

B^. Excellent. 

May, it were not amiss if we were dancing. 

BdL Out iqion’t, I shall never do it. 

EtUer Grkbnshikld, dunjuwefl^ with Misthbss Gubbi^- 
* SHIELD {mashed). 

Green, Out of mine nostrils, tapstc;r; thou smellest, 
like Guildhall two days after Bimoii and Jude,^ of drink 
most horribly. Off with thy mask, sweet sinner of the 
north ; these masks are foils to g^>od f«^es, and to bad 
ones they are like new satin outsides to lousy linings. 

Kate, O, by no means, sir. Your merchant will not 
open a whole piece to his best customer ; he that buys 
a woman must take her as she fslla Til unmask my 
hand ; here's the sample. 

Green, Go to, then, old poet. 1 have ta’em her up 
already as a pinnace bound for the straits : she knows 
lysr burden yonder. 

■ Old Lord Mayor's day. 
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BdL I>ady, you are ivelcome. Yon is the old gentle- 
man, and observe him, he’s not one of jour fat city 
chuffs, wliose great belly argues that the felicity of his 
life consists in capon, sack, and sincere honesty, but a 
lean, spare, Ijountiful gallant, one that hath an old wife 
and a young performance ; whose reward is not the rate 
of a captain newly come out of the I^w-countries, or a 
Yorkshire attorney in good contentious practice, some 
angel no, the proi)ortion of your wealthy citizen to 
his wench is her chamber, her diet, her physic, her 
apparel, her painting, her monkey, her pander, her every 
thing. You’ll say your young gentleman is your only 
service, that lies before you like a calfs head, with his 
brains some half yard from him ; but, I assure you, 
they must not only have variety of foolery, but also of 
wenches ; whereas your conscionable greyl)eard of Far- 
ringdon-within will keep himself to the mins of one 
cast waiting-woman an age, and perhaps, when l^e’s past 
all other good works, to wipe out false weights and 
twenty i’ th* hundred, marry her. 

Oreen, O, well bowled, Tom I* we have precedentsfor^t 
K(Ue^ But I have a husband, sir. 

Bell, You have ! If the knave thy husband bench, 
make him poor, that he may borrow money of Uiis mer- 
chant, and be laid up in the Counter or Ludgate ; so it 
shall be conscience in your old gentleman, when he hath 
seized all thy goods, to take the horn and maintain thee. 
Green. O, well bowled, Tom ! we have precedents fo/t 
Kate. Well, if you be not a nobleman, you are some 
great valiant gentleman by your breath, and the fashion 

m 

* * A proverbial expreesion.* 


The coin, so called. 
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of your beard, and do but thus to make the citizen 
meny, because you owe him some money. 

BelL 0, you are a wag. 

Maij. You are very welcome. 

Cheen, lie is ta’en ; exceUent, excellent ! there’s one 
will make him merry. Is it any imputation to help 
one’s friend to a wench ? 

Belh No more than at my lord’s entreaty to help my 
lady to a pretty waiting woman. If he had given you 
a gelding, or the reversion of some monopoly, or a new 
suit of satin, to have done this, happily your satin would 
have smelt of the pander ; but what’s done freely, comes, 
like a present to an old lady, without any reward ; and 
what is done without any reward, comes, like wounds to 
a soldier, ^cry honourably, notwithstanding. 

ifay. This is my breeding, gentlewoman: and whither 
travel you 1 

, To London, sir, as the old talc goes, to seek my 
fortune. 

May, Shall I be your fortune, lady ? 

KaJte, O panlon me, sir ; I’ll have some young landed 
heir to be my fortune, fur they favour she fojls more 
than citizens. 

May. Are you married ? 

Kate. Yes, but my husband is in garrison i’ ih’ Ixiw- 
countries, is his colonel’s bawd, and his captaiu’'s jester;' 
he sent me word over that be will thrive, for though 
his apparel lie i* th’ Lumbard^^ he kc6[>8 his conscience 
i’ th’ muster-book. 

L e. at the pawnbrokers, whose sign of the Three Balia 
fsptsseiit^ the old aims of Lombardy. 
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May. He may do his country good service, lady. 

Kate. Ay, as many of your captains do, that fights as 
the geese saved the Capitol, only with prattling. Well, 
well, if I were in some nobleman’s hands now, may be 
he would not take a thousand pounds for me. 

May. Nol 

Kate. No, sir ; and yet may l>e at year’s end would 
give me a brace of hiuidreth ][X)unds to marry me to 
his baily or the solicitor of his law-suits — Who’s thia^ 
I beseech you 1 

Enter Mistress Mayberry, her hair loose, iviih 
the Hostess. 

Host. I pray you, forsooth, Ije patient. 

Bell. Passion of my heart, Mistress Mayberry ! 

[Ejcemt Fiddlers. 

Green. Now will she put some notable trick upon her 
cuckoldly husliand. 

May. Why, how now, wife, what means this, lia 1 ** 

Mist. May. Well, I am very well. O my unfortunate 
parents, would you had buried me quick, when you 
linked me to this misery ! 

May. 0 wife, be patient ! I liave more cause to rail, 
wife. 

Mist. May. You have ! prove it, prove it Where’s 
the courtier you should have ta’en in my bosom f I’ll 
spit my gall in ’s face, that can tax me of any dmhon* 
our. Have 1 lost the pleasure of mine eyes, the sweets 
of my youth, the wishes of my blood, and the portion of 
my friends, to be thus dishonoured, to be reputed vile 
in London, whilst my husband {wepaies common diseases 
for me at Ware 1 0 God, O God ! 
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HomL As 1 am true hostess, you are to blamei sir. 
What are you, masters! I’ll know what you are, afore 
you depart^ masters. Dost thou leave thy chamber iu 
an honest inn, to come and inveigle my customers! 
And you had sent for me up, and kissed mo and used 
me like an hostess, ’twould never have grieved me ; 
but to do it to a stmnger ! 

Kate. Ill leave you, sir. 

May. Stay. — Why, how now, sweet gentlewoman, 
cannot I come forth to breathe myself, but I must be 
haunted! Hail u{>on old Bellamnnt, that ho may dis- 
cover them : you rememlier Featherstone, Grecnshiold ! 

Miet. May. I remember them ? Ay, they are two as 
coggin^^ dishonourable, damned, forsworn, lieggarly 
gentlemen, as are in all I.«ondon ; and there’s a reverend 
old gentleman, too, your fmnder, in my coriscience. 

Bell. Lady, 1 will not, as the old gfsls were wont, 
swear hf the infernal Styx ; but by all the mingled 
wine in the cellar l>eneath, and the smoke of tobacco 
that hath fumed over the vessels, I did not procure your 
husband this banqueting dish of bucket.^ Lx)k you, 
behold the parenthesis. 

Host. Nay, 111 see your face, too. 

Kate, \uni7iaskefl'] My dear unkind huslmnd, I protest 
to thee I have played this knavish part only to be witty* 

Ore&n. That I might be presently turned into a 
matter more solid than horn, into marble ! 

BdL Your husband, gentlewoman ! why, he never 
was a soldier. 

Ay, but a lady got him prickt for a captain. 1 
^ SueUts, dried sweetmeats, or tagar-plams. 
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warrant you he will answer to the name of captain^ 
though he be none ! like a lady that will not think 
scorn to answer to the name of her first husl)and, though 
he were a soap-boiler. 

Greets Hang off, thou devil, away. 

Kak. No, no, you fled me t’other day ; 

When I was with child you ran away, 

But since I liave caught you now — 

Orem. A pox of your wit and your singing. 

Bell. Nay, look you, sir, she must sing, because well 
be merry : 

What though you rode not five mile forward. 

You have found that fatal house at Brainford north ward, 
0 hono hono nanero. 

Green. God refuse me! gentlemen, you may laugh and 
be merry, but 1 am a cuckold, and I think you knew of it, 
— Who lay i’ th’ segs with you to-night, wild duck! 

Kate. Nobody with mo, as 1 shall be saved ; but Mas- 
ter Featherstone came to meet me as far as Roys^n. 

Green. Featherstone ! 

May. See, the hawk that first stooped my pheasant 
is killed by the spaniel that first sprang all of our side, 
wife. 

BtU. Twas a pretty wit of you, sir, to have had him rode 
into Puckeridge with a horn before him ; ha, was’t not! 

Green. Good. 

BeR. Or where a citisen keeps his house, you know, 
’tis not as a gentleman keeps his chamber, for debt, bnt, 
as you said even now very wisely, lest his horns should 
usher him. 

Green. Very good. Featherstone, he comes. 
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JFw/er Fkatiier8tonb. 

FeatJu Luke GrecnshieW, Master Mayberry, old j)oet, 
Moll and Kate, inostha)»pily cncoiinttnoil : uda life, how 
oame you hither 1 by niy life, the man looks ])ale. 

Oreen^ You are a villain, and Fll make good upou 
you : I am ua servinginan to feed upon your reversion, 

FecUJi. Go to the ordinary, therK 

BeU, This is his nnliimry, sir ; and in this she is like a 
London onlinary, her Imst getting comes by the Ik)X.' 

Orem, You are a damned villain. 

Feath, O, by no means. 

Green. No? Uds life, Fll go instantly, take a purse, bo 
apprehended, ami bange<l for’t. }»etter than lie a cuckold. 

Feath. liest first make your confeshion, sirrah. 

Green, ’iis this; thou host not used mo like a gen- 
tleman. 

Feath. A gentleman I thou a gentleman ! thou art a 
tailor. • 

Bell. ’Ware peaching ! 

Feath, No, sirrah, if you will confess aught, tcdl how 
thou hast wronged tlmt virtuous gentlewoman : how thou 
layest at her two year together, to make her dishonest ; 
how thou wouldest send me thither will! letters : how 
duly thou wouhlest watch the citizens’ wives* vacation^ 
which is twice a day, namely the exchange time, twelve 
at noon, and six at night : and where she refused thy 
importunity, and vowed to tell her husband, thou 
wouldest fall down upon thy knees, and entreat her for 
the love of heaven, if not to ease thy violent affection^ 
at least to conceal to which her pity and simple vtr* 

^ ^ Qaero, by box club*diniim. 

a 
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tue conBented ; how thou tookeBt her wedding ting from 
her; met these two gentlemen at Ware; feigned a 
quarrel ; and the rest is apparent. This only remains ; 
what wrong the poor gentlewoman hath since received 
by our intolerable lie, I am most heartily sorry for, and 
to thy bosom will maintain all I have said to be honest. 

Mat/. Victory, wife ! thou art quit by proclamation, 

Bell. Sir, you are an honest man : I have known an 
arrant thief for [)eaching made an officer : give me your 
hand, sir. 

Kate. 0 filtliy, abominable hus1>and, did you all this t 

Mat/. Certainly lie is no captain ; he blushes. 

Mist. Mat/. Speak, sir, did you ever know me answer 
your wishes? 

Green. You are honest ; very virtuously honest. 

Miii. Mat/. I will then no longer lie a loose woman. 
I have at my husband’s plcjusure ta’en ufion me tliis 
habit of jealousy. I’m sorry for you : virtue glories 
not in the 8jx)il, but in the victory. 

Bell. How say you by that g<xKily sentence 1 Look 
you, sir, you gallants visit citisens’ houses, as the Span- 
iard first sailed to the Indies : you pretend buying of 
wares or selling of lands ; but the end proves ’tis no- 
thing but for discovery and conquest of their wives for 
better maintenance. "Why look you, was he aware of 
those broken patience^ when you met him at Wore and 
possessed him of the downfall of his wife ? You are a 
cuckold ; you have pandered your own wife to this 
gentleman ; better men have done it, honest Tom, we 
have precedents for \ Hie you to London. What is 

‘ Perhaps there is a upon words intetided, io awfttt 
and Wore, and in hrokm ana ddw9|/hf/, but whet pai^imet 
means, lAo shall say ? 
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more Catliolic^ i’ the city than for husimnds) daily to 
foil^ve the nightly sina of their bedfellows 1 If you 
like not tliat course but intend to l)e rid of her, riflo her 
at a tavern, 2 where you may swallow down some fifty 
wiseacres* sons and heirs to old tenements and common 
gardens, like so many raw yolks with muscailine to 
l)edward. 

0 KcUe. O filthy knave, dost compare a woman of my 
carriage to a horse t 

Belf, And no disparagement ; for a woman to have a 
high forehead, a quick ear, a full eye, a wide nostril, a 
sleek skin, a straight back, a round hi]>, and ho forth, is 
most comely. 

Kate, But is a great Mly comely in a horse, sh t 

Bell, No, kdy. 

Kate, And what think you of it m a woman, I pray 
you 1 

Bell, Certainly I am put down at my oun w(ia|>on ; I 
therefore^recant the rifling. No, there is a new trade 
come up for cast gentlewomen, of periwig>inaking ; let 
your wife set up i* th* Strand ! and yet I doubt whether 
she 'may or no, for they say the women have got it to be 
a corporation. If you can, you may make gao<l use of 
it| for you shall have as good a coming in by Imir (though 
it be but a falling commodity), and by other foolish 
tiring, as any between St. Clement’s and Charing. 

Feath, Now you have run yourself out of breath, hear 
me. 1 protest the gentlewoman is honest ; and since 1 
have wronged her reputation in meeting her thus pri* 
vately, I’ll maintain her. Wilt thou hang at my pura^ 
Sa^ Hke a pair of Barhary but^ns, to open when ’tie 
fult aid close when ’tis empty f 

^ UniversaL * An old form of roffit* 
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Kate, 111 be div orccd, by this Cbristain element : and 
l)ecau8c thou tbinkest thou art a cuckold, lest I should 
make thee an infidel in causing thee to believe an un* 
truth, ril make th^»e a cuckold. 

Belt, Excellent wench. 

Feaih, Come, lets go, sweet; the nag I ride upon 
Ix3ar3 double : we’ll to London. 

May, Do not bjte )our thumbs, sir.^ 

Kate. Bite lus thumb I I'll make him 
** Do a thing worse than this ; 

Come love me whereas 1 lay;" — 

Feaih, What, Kate? 

Kat^^ “ He sliall father a child is none of his, 

0, the clean contrary way." ^ 

Feaih. 0 lusty Kate ! [EreunL 

May. Methouglit he said even now you were a tailor. 

Green You shall hear more of that hereafter. Ill 
make Ware and liim stink eve ho goes. If I lie^a tailor, 
the rogue's naked weajion shall not fright me : I'll beat 
him and my wife l^>th out a' tli* town with a tailor's yard. 

May, O valiant Sir Tristram ' rocun there ! [Exit^ 

Enter Philip, Lbveri*ool, ami Charti.by. 

Phil. News, father, most strange news out of the 
Low-countries : your good lady and mistress, that set 
you to work u^Km a dozen of cheese trenchers, is new 
lighted at the next inn, and the old venerable gentle^ 
man, her father, \nth her. 

Bdl, Let tlie gates of our inn be locked up, doeer 
than a nobleman's gates at dinner time. 

' A form of coatemptnoas defiance. 

* Lanes from an old song. 
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Owneii. Wliy, sir, why 1 

RefL If she enter hero, the liouse will lx* infocteil : 
the plague is not half so clangoiuUH as a she hornet. 
Philip, this is your hlmUling a’ the <gir»ls, lo turn up her 
for the liottom oanl at Ware, 

Phi!. Xo, JUS I'm virtuous, sir : ask tin* two gontlomoii. 

Lear. Xo, in troth, sir. She toM u^, tluit in<|uiring 
at Lomlon for you or your f^on, your ui ui t‘hjilk»Ml out 
lier way to Ware, 

BO!. I woulil Ware miglit rlioki* mi ))oth I MasUu 
^faybeny, iny Imrhe and 1 will oiir h*u\cs (»f yim ; 
I'll to Hedlam again lather than htav hoh\ 

J/rt//. Shall a woman nmke Uum* il\ thy country? 
Stay, staml t<> her, tliough she w<mv gr<^'aor lha ' IV^pe 
Joan. Wi i arc tliy brains conjiiUDg for, my poetical 
Wy-leaf eatex ? 

B*H. I\ir a sprite a’ tlie butteiy, that duill make uk 
all driiyk with mirth, if I can lai**** it Stav, the 
chicken is md fully Imtclu d • lut,^ J Im'-.-m Ii tliee ; ho, 
come. Will you Iw hccret, gentlem*'n. and ashiKting? 

Omne^. Willi broivn hills,' if you ihink gooil. 

RO!. What will you say' if by mmio* Iri^ k we put this 
little hornet into Fcaibemtone's tyid marry Vm 

together? 

Oinnetf. Full ! ’ti« iiniHiHsible. 

BO!. Most jK^Mihle. Til to my trenc herov<»inan ; let 

‘ 1. e. crack the shed!, 

® Bill, a kind of pike, a halbert, formerly carrietl by the 
English infantry, and aftenrardw the usual weafjoti of 
watchmen.— H jii jaw MJ-. "‘Brown bills' are frtxiuently 

mentioned by our writers, oa well a» brown swords; for 
careful to preserve their jxdiah.'** 

Faikholt, om Coffiumt, 
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me alone for dealing with her : Featherstone, gentle^ 
men, ehall be your patient. 

Om7m. How, IjowI 

BeU, Thus. I will cloee w'ith tliis country pedlar, 
Mietress I^orotliy,\hat travels u[i and down, to exchange 
pins for coneyskins, very lovingly ; she shall eat of 
nothing hut sw^'otineats in my company, good words, 
whose tiwte when she likes, tis I know she will, then 
will 1 play upon her with this artillery : — that a very 
proper man and a groat lieir, naming Featherstone, spied 
her from a window, when she lighted at her inn, is 
extremely fallen in love with her, vows to make her 
his wife, if it stand to lier good liking, even in Ware ; 
but being, as most of your young gentlemen are, some- 
what bashful, and ashamed to venture upon a 
woman 

May. City and suburlw can justify it : so, sir. 

BeU. He sends me, lieing an old friend, to undermine 
for him. Til so whet the wenches stomach, agd make 
her so hungry, that she shall have an appetite to him, 
fear it not Greensliiold shall have a hand in it too ; 
and, to revenged of his partner, will, I know, strike 
with any weapon. 

Lem\ But is Featherstone of any means 1 else you 
undo him and lier. 

May. He has land lietween Fulham and London ; he 
would have made it over to me.* To your chaise, poet: 
give you the assault upon her, and send but Featheis 
stone to me, Til hang him by the gills. 

Bell. He’s not yet horsed, sure. Philip, go tiiy ways^ 
give hre to him, and send him hither with a powder 
presently. 

Phil. He’s blown up already, [£iSr. 
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Gentlemen, you’ll stick to the device, and look 
to your ’plot 1 

(hmm. Mf»at poetically : away to your cjuarter. 

BelL Aye, march i I will aist my rider, gallanta. I 
hope you see who shall pay fc»r our vi»yage. [iSW#. 

Enkr Philip and Fbatheiwtoxk. 

May, Thatniusthe lluit coincshere. — Mfwter Feather- 
stone, O, Master Featlieratono, you may now make 
your fortunes weigh ten stmie of featliers mon* tlmn 
ever the}'- dul * lefip hut into the sudtlle now, tliat stands 
empty for you, you are moile forevei, 

Ijei*(n\ [rtiuV^>] An ass, I’ll Ik* hwovil 

Feath, How,J[or (hwl’s sake, how ? 

May, I Would you had wljat 1 could wikIi y(»u ! I 
love you, and hecau»e you shall ho sure* to know whore 
my li»ve dwelh, look 3 ’oii, sir, it hangs out at this sign: 
you shall pray for Ware, when Ware in ilcad and rotten. 
Look you, sir, there is as juvlty a httle pinnace struck 
sail hereby, and come in lahdy I — she’s my kinswoman, 
my fathers youngest 8ist<»r, a ward ; her iK)rtion, three 
thousand ; her ho]Mjs, if her granimm die witliout issue, 
better. 

Feath. Very goo<l, sir. 

May, Her guardian goi^s alsmt to marry lier to a stone 
cutter; and rather than she’ll l>c subject to such a fel* 
low, she’ll die a martyr : will you have all <uU 1 Hhe's 
ran away, is here at an inn i’ th* town. What parts 
soever you have played with me, 1 see gcKxl parts in 
rou j and if yoa now will catch time's hair ^ Aat's put 
Into your hand, you shall dap her up presently. 

* J^ea/A. Is she young, and a pretty wench t 
* i. e, timers /bmefocL 
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Lever. Few citizens* wives ar^fke her. 

Phil. Young ! why, I warraM sixteen hath scarce 
gone over her. 

Feafh. *S foot, where is slie ? If I like her person- 
age .as well as I like that which you say belongs to her 
liersonnge, Til stand tliruniining of caps no longer, but 
)>oard your j^innace wliilst ’tis hot. 

May. Away then with these gentlemen, with a French 
gallop, and to her ’ l*hili[> here shall run fo^a priest, 
and despatch you. 

Feaift. 'Will you, gallants, go ahvng'l Wo may be 
niaiTied m a chain Ixjr for fear of hue and cry after lilr, 
and some of the company sliall keep the dr)or. H' 

May. Assure your soul she will be fi>llowed : away, 
iheredore. [AVeww/ ///c ] lies in the Curtian 

g\df and swallowed, hoise and man. lie will have 
fiomeliody keep the door for liim I she’ll look tolhat 
I am younger than 1 w'as two nights ago foi this physic. 
How now ? 

Enter Captaix, Allum, Hans, aud other^^ hooted. 

CaiA. God pless you, is then* not an arrant scurvy 
trab in your comi)any, that is a sentlewonmn bom, siri 
and can tavvg Welch, ami I>utch, and any tongue in 
your bead 1 ♦ 

May. How so? Hral>s in my company ! do I look 
like adralMlrivcr? 

CajA. The trab will drive you, if she put you before 
her, into a pcnch-hole.' 

AUuni. Is not a gentleman here, pne master Bella- 
mont, sir, of your company 1 

^ Ptnfh — i. e- the hole in the centre of the bench by whidi 
It was lifted. 
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May, T08, yes : wnie you from lAtiulon ? lie’ll bo 
here presently. 

(kL^vi, Wijl he] ’ ihi^i linuUnt hiH tail, 

like your little goats in Wales follow the*i mother. We 
have wanwits hero from mast or * .istiee af this KhijH?, 
to show no pity nor mercy to Ijor: her name is Doll. 

May, Why, sir, wlmt has kIio roJinnittod 1 I think 
such a croatiiro is 1 ’ tl/ town. 

Oajj/, Wliat ha.s she committed ? oiiinK, h1)o hascom- 
niitUnl niore than inHiirtlrtughtcra, fnr hIic has committed 
herself, (Jcxl j»hiHs us, to everlasting piinon Litg* you, 
fii^shewa punk : she shifta lier loveis (as cajUaiiis and 
-yelcii gentlemen and such), as she does her trencliers ; 
«rhen she has well fctl ujM>u’t, and that there s left 
nothing hiu [»arc hones, she calls for a dean one, and 
8cra|j<*s away the hrst. 


£nfer Bku.amont Ilonsin, frM 1 >om. /W</y/ n 

atuf FEATUEitsioNE, duEEN'sniin.o, Kaie, Piiiur, 
Levehjhaoi., and C»Ainn«y. 


May. Coals st>, Master Feathers tone, what will you 
dot here/s tliree (‘oiue from Lcuelon, to feUh nway the 
gentlewoman witli a warrant. 

Feaih^ All the warrants in Euroj>«‘ shall not fetcli her 
now : she's mine sure enough. What lm\e you to say 
to her t she’s my w'lfe. 

Ca}ft rrw ! \s hlood do you come so far tf> h«h and 
catch fK>g8 1 }our wife is a tjit*lK>at ; any man or oman 
may go in her for money : she’s a c^»neyeatchc!r. Where 


^ Look. 
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is my movoable goods calle^l a coach, and my two wild 
peasts ? pogs on you, would they liad trawn you to the 
gallows f 

Athim. I hiUst borrow fifty ix>und of you, mistiesi 
bride, 

Hans. Yau vro, and you make me de gheck, de greet 
fool : you lieb mine gelt too ; war is it 1 

DoU. Out you base scums » eoino you to disgrace me 
in my wedding shoes ? 

Feath. Is this your tliree-thousand-poiind ward 1 ye 
told me, sir, she was your kinswoman, 

Maif. Right, one of mine aunts, ^ 

Belt. Who pays for the northern voyage now, lads t 
Greetu Why do you not ride before my wife to Lo^ 
don nowl The woodcoc‘k*s i* th^ springe. 

Kate. 0 forgive me, dear husband ! I will never love 
a man that is worse than hanged, as he is. 

May. Now a man may have a course in your parkt 
Feath. He may, sir. • 

DoU. Never, I protest : I will bo as true to thee as 
Ware and Wade^s-Mill are one to another. 

Ff^h. Well, it’s but my fate. Gentlemen, this is 
my opinion : it’s better to shoot in a bow that lias been 
shot in before, and will never start, than to draw a fair 
new one, that for every arrow will be warping. Comet 
wench, we are joined, and all the dogs in France shall 
not part ua. I have some lands ; those I’ll turn into 
money, to [lay you, and you, and any,^ 111 pay all 
that 1 can for thee, for I'm sure thou hast paid me. 
0mm. God give you joy. 

> A eant tenn, specially for a procoress, bat, generally 
for a wsviaii of had character. 

* Any others. 
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May, Come^ let's be merry. Lie you with your own 
wife, to be sure she shall not walk m her sleep 
A noise ^ of musicians, chain l)erlAin ' 

Thi§ night lot’s Itanquet freely : come, we’ll clan^ 

Our wives to combat i’ th’ great IvmI m Ware 

' A net, n [lartr 
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